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CHAPTER L 
OAKLEY STREET. 

As soon as she had parted from Gasgoyne, Dorothy 
Fairfax walked to her tiny house in Oakley Street, reach- 
ing Albert Bridge just two minutes after leaving Battersea 
Park. Halfway across she paused, looking back, smiling 
and faintly blushing, because she could see the trees 
beneath whose discreet shade her lover had kissed her 
with a parting injunction to scurry home before the rain 
fell Overhead, a black thunderous cloud obscured the 
radiance of a July afternoon; and the air, like the water 
in the river, seemed to flow sluggishly and in eddies, as 
if driven by opposing forces. Dorothy noticed that the 
tide had begun to ebb, and this stirred in her for the 
thousandth time a vague, pleasant melancholy, and the 
sense of the rhythm of things — the systole and diastole 
of Nature's heart. Her reflections were scattered by a 
tremendous clap of thunder, which shook the bridge. 
The foot-passengers quickened their pace, glancing up 
with eyes dazed by the glare of the lightning. It was 
certain that in a moment the rain would come down 
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with tropical violence. Dorothy lifted a well-hung skirt, 
and began to run. More than one woman watched her 
with envy, more than one man with surprise and delight, 
as she sped swiftly and smoothly on, running with the 
ease and grace of Atalanta. Not that she was a beauty. 
Her features were irregular, challenging interest rather 
than admiration. But her air of sanity and health — the 
bright hair, the fine skin, the clear eyes — appealed irre- 
sistibly. Below this charming surface, and slightly ob- 
scured by it, lay a certain authority and decisiveness not 
in the least aggressive or masculine, but distinctly feminine 
and modem; the look of the capable woman who knows 
that a definite place in the world has been assigned 
to her. 

"Oh, you nymph!" muttered an actor, meeting her 
vivid glance as she flashed by himu 

She caught the murmur, and smiled. Huge drops of 
rain were pattering down upon a beautifiil new hat 
Through her thin linen dress she could feel the lashing 
shower. Truly she was a nymph flying from a force which 
already had overtaken her. Inevitably — so she reflected 
— she would be drenched through and through before 
she reached the Middlesex shore. Realising this, she 
stopped running, and allowed herself to be entertained by 
the spectacle about her. More than half the people on 
the bridge were panic-stricken by the lightning. A second 
clap of thunder, even louder than the first, provoked a 
howl of terror from a stout young woman who was carry- 
ing a baby on one arm and dragging a child of five by 
the hand. Both baby and child, seized with the con- 
tagion of fear, howled also. The bridge rocked, groaning 
and travailing, like a creature in anguish. 
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"Dear, dear!" sobbed the young woman. "Ain't this 
awftd?* 

The questkni, addressed to none in particular, was 
flung to the wind, which wfaiiied it qq to Donitfay, to- 
gether with a tall hat belonging to an elderly gentleman. 
Dorothy stopped both. As the elderly gentleman retrieved 
his hat with mumbled thanks, Dorothy answered the young 
woman's question. 

"It is not awful," she said, with authority. "The 
storm is at least half a mile away. Let me carry that 
baby: you are positively dead beat." 

With a firm hand she took the baby from the 
astonished mother and soothed it. The rain streamed 
down so thickly that neither bank of the river was visible 
from the centre of the long bridge. 

"We may as well take it easy," said Dorothy. "Pm 
soaking, and so are you." 

The stout young woman glanced at her purple plush 
dress and then at Dorothy's pink linen frock. 

"I nearly killed myself a-runnin'," she gasped. "But 
it's done for. Four and tenpence a yard, too! Keep up, 
car'n't yer?" She jerked the child's arm. "An*, look 
'ere, if yer stop yer noise and be'ave yerself, I'll see that 
the thunder an' lightnin' don't strike yer dead." 

The child stopped sobbing. Dorothy laughed, but not 
unsympathetically. Then, noting the misery with which 
her companion regarded the purple plush garment, she 
added softly, "My hat cost me two guineas; I can't afford 
another this siunmer. We must grin and bear it" 

"I never was one o' the grinnin' ones,'' retorted the 
stout young woman; "and I can an* do say, 'God's will 
be done;' but the rain might have held off till I'd got 
into a bus. My! there it goes agine." 
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This, however, was the last dap. The storm passed 
on down the river, leaving a delightful fragrance and fresh- 
ness behind it The sun blazed out, transmuting all 
things from lead into gold; the barges on the Surrey side 
looked as if newly painted and varnished; the houses 
along the Chelsea Embankment sufiused a sort of rosy 
radiance. 

"Yer've been very kind, ma'am," said the stout young 
woman, as she took the baby from Dorothy's arms, ''and 
it's queer how biby took to yer, seein' as she alius is so 
perticler with stryngers. I dessay yer've one or two of 
yer own?" 

"No," said Dorothy, with a slight blush. "I'm un- 
married." 

"I beg pardon, miss, I'm sure; but I did tyke yer fer 
a merried lidy. An' the wy yer handled the kid " 

"I am very fond of children," said Dorothy. "Good- 
bye." 

They parted at the end of the bridge. Dorothy 
walked down Oakley Street till she came to her own 
house. She unlocked the front door with a latch-key, 
smiling with satisfaction, because it was so delightful to 
find herself at home. Within five minutes she had slip- 
ped out of her wet things and into a dry frock, in the 
bosom of which she fastened a fine rose, one of the bunch 
which Gasgoyne had sent that morning, with a note 
saying that he would be in Battersea Park at four o'clock. 

She sank into an easy-chair, giving herself up to the 
thought of her lover, evoking his image, hearing his deep 
voice which had thrilled her from the first moment they 
had met Always Dorothy had known that such a man 
would come into her life, and that when he came she 
would recognise him instantly with no absurd semi- 
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savage flutterings and doubtings, but sanely, joyously, 
triumphantly. 

Long ago, her father and teacher, the famous doctor, 
had predicted what would come to pass. She could hear his 
kindly voice, with its attractive, penetrating intonations, 
saying: "My dear Doll, your mate is looking for you, and 
I'm training you to know him when you meet him." 

The training, according to her mother's relations — the 
Helminghams of East Anglia — had been thorough, per- 
haps, but peculiar. George Fairfax had taught his 
daughter much of what he knew concerning the human 
body, and nearly all that he surmised concerning the 
human mind. The Helminghams were too well-bred to 
indict George Fairfax's methods, but they told East 
Anglia that things would have been very different if 
Dorothy's mother had survived Dorothy's birth. 

Lying back in her chair, sensible of the peace and 
freshness which succeed a storm, Dorothy reflected for the 
thousand-and-first time that her father would have ap- 
proved of Dick Gasgoyne as a son-in-law. 
"Wouldn't he, Solomon?" 

Solomon, the Yorkshire tyke — so named because he 
was the most intelligent person in Dogdom — assented with 
enthusiasm. Solomon had not accompanied his mistress 
to Battersea Park, because he knew — none better — the 
humiliation of playing gooseberry; but being, as has been 
said, supercaninely intelligent, he quite understood Dick 
Gasgoyne to be as necessary to Dorothy's happiness as 
he was himself. 

For in Dorothy met, and were fused, two extremes: 
the modem and the primitive maiden, an admirable com- 
bination of complex and simple. The Arcadian type, too 
often exasperatingly stupid, and yet so delightfully serene, 
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had been reproduced with a mentality essentially urban. 
Nevertheless, first and last, she represented all that wife- 
hood and motherhood may include. 

She herself was conscious of this. Indeed, till the 
moment of his death (which had come with appalling 
suddenness) Dorothy's future as wife and mother had been 
a subject of never-failing interest betweea- father and 
daughter. George Fairfax spoke of love candidly and 
yet with absolute delicacy, as a compelling force which, 
directed aright, must work for good. Of the evil of such 
a power abused he had intended to speak also when 
Dorothy became older, but he died before time gave to 
him the opportunity, leaving behind him a great reputa- 
tion, and a small fortune, sufficient to bring in some five 
or six hundred a year to Dorothy. He might have saved 
ten times as much, but he had never learned to say "no" 
to the pitifiil appeals of poverty and pain. 

After his death she went to live with the Hdming- 
hams, her mother's people. Sir Augustus Helmingham, 
M.P., J. P., and a baronet of James the First's creation, 
possessed almost everything which this world can give 
except a sense of humour. This was not missed either 
in East Anglia or in Portman Square, but it made an 
enormous difference to Dorothy. Ultimately it drove her 
to Oakley Street She could never forget her uncle's first 
words after her father's death, spoken in that father's 
consulting-room, beneath the very chamber where he was 
lying dead. Sir Augustus, let it be said, had come to 
town in almost undignified haste; he sincerely wished to 
do the really right thing. He was grieved; he felt 
paternal; but he made a sad mess of it. 

"My dear child" — ^Dorothy was sobbing in his arms 
— "I can put myself in your place; I know exactly how 
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you feel" — Sir Augustus had used this serviceable phrase 
to mothers bereaved of children, and even to children 
who had lost beloved dolls — "but you must dry your 
eyes and endeavour to turn this affliction to your spiritual 
profit" 

And then Dorothy had laughed. 

Sir Augustus dismissed the laugh with the charitable 
explanation — hysteria; but it rang shockingly in his ears; 
it indicated want of balance. He met the emergency 
with practical commonsense. 

"I prescribe i glass of port wine at once." 

And again Dorothy had laughed. 

The next two years were spent in East Anglia and 
Portman Square. Dorothy never failed to speak warmly 
of the kindness shown to her by both uncle and aunt, 
but she knew from the first that she was a stranger within 
their gates; alien not to their affection, but, what is nearly 
as hard to bear, their inherited customs and traditions. 
There was a place prepared — a very large and comfortable 
place, delightfully furnished, guaranteed to suit the average 
young gentlewoman, but, unhappily, a misfit for Dorothy. 

"We don't quite understand you," murmured Lady 
Helmingham. 

"You make me feel a beast," said Dorothy ruefully, 
"because I do understand you. Aunt Charlotte, and it 
doesn't seem fair that you shouldn't understand me. I'm 
a sort of Wonderful Puzzle Fifteen to you, I know." 

"You are, my dear," her aunt sighed, "and I suppose 
that's the end of it." 

"I fear it's just the beginning. Uncle Augustus and 
you must let me *dree my ain weird.' I think I should 
like to become a hospital nurse." 

"Dorothy!" 
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"If there were vivandiires in our Army " 

"My child, pray don't joke about such serious matters." 

"I am not joking, Aunt Charlotte. It is your duty to 
reflect what a shocking example I am to your Amy." 

"Really, Dorothy " 

"Really and truly. Amy understudies me already. 
In fact, thinking for you, for Amy, and for myself, I have 
summed up the situation in one word — budge!" 

"Budge?" 

"Do a bunk, as the boys put it" 

"If you would be less — er — flippant " 

Dorothy took her aunt's hand; then, bending down, 
she kissed the protesting, querulous, kindly face. 

"I am sorry," she whispered. "But why shouldn't I 
paddle my — I mean, don't you think that, imder all the 
circumstances" — unconsciously there was a very capital 
imitation of Sir Augustus — "it might be wiser for me 
to go?" 

"To go— where?" 

"I have thought of a flat Solomon and I would be 
quite happy in a flat" 

"In a flat?" Twenty-five years ago few spinsters, 
young or old, dared to live in flats. "Solomon and you? 
A propos, Dorothy, I wish you had given your terrier a 
more suitable name. People draw the most absurd in- 
ferences. Only yesterday dear Lady Winterbotham asked 
me if Solomon was a connection of ours. I had to ex- 
plain. As to your living alone in a flat " 

"I am never alone with Solomon." 

"Your unde would say — impossible I" 

"Surely not that?" 

"You, a mere chit of a girl, not yet twenty, with a 
flat of your own " 
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"In, not with. I object to the 'with,' although ori- 
ginally you suggested that I should." 

"I suggested — what?" 

"That I should marry and live with a flat" 

"Are you speaking of Lord Ipswich?" 

"Certainly. Everybody called him *It' at Eton and 
Oxford. Poor *It' Before he honoured me with his 
attentions, all of you spoke of him as a flat" 

"He is very much in love with you, and has been 
admirably brought up. He would never give a wife a 

moment's uneasiness. And some young men " Aunt 

Charlotte resolutely shut her lips and glanced down her 
aristocratic nose. 

"As for Teddy Ipswich," said Dorothy, with slightly 
heightened colour, "I will use uncle's and your word — 
impossible!" 

No more was said upon this occasion, but the word 
"budge" became an obsession to Dorothy. Other men 
were charmed by her pleasant looks and intelHgence, but, 
in the end, each and all were condemned as impossible. 
Then Dick Gasgoyne appeared. 

Dick — who had just returned from the Balkans — lived 
in Grub Street upon the money which he could persuade 
appreciative editors to give in exchange for his "stuff"." 
Dick appeared in Portman Square with proper credentials. 
Sir Augustus and Lady Heimingham begged to have the 
honour of Mr. Richard Gasgoyne's company upon the 
25th of May. In a comer of the card was inscribed the 
word "Dancing," The card was intended for Richard 
Gasgoyne, of the Coldstream, and it was Lady Helming- 
ham's misfortune, not her fault, that the pasteboard was 
misdirected (by a secretary paid to look out names and 

Her Son* 2 
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addresses in a directory) to a club instead of Chelsea 
Barracks. 

Richard Gasgoyne the Wrong accepted Richard Gas- 
goyne the Right's invitation, which is, after all, the marrow 
of the matter. 

He came to Portman Square in a bus, believing him- 
self to be an honoured guest, and he was received as 
such, for Lady Helmingham had never met the Cold- 
streamer. As Dick mounted the fine flight of stairs, at 
the head of which stood his be-diamonded hostess, he 
challenged attention by reason of his face and stature. 
Lady Helmingham blinked when his name fell loudly 
upon her ear. She has confessed that she was dazzled. 
And at once she presented Apollo to her niece, Dorothy 
Fairfax. Dick looked keenly at Dorothy and asked for 
a dance. Before that dance — and it happened to be the 
second — was over, Dorothy had been put into possession 
of the facts. She had heard of the Coldstreamer, and 
this was not he. Dick, who had Caesarean attributes, 
attacked boldly. He was enchanted with Dorothy, and 
this splendid entertainment had the additional attraction 
of an adventure. When Lady Helmingham welcomed him 
so effusively with a flying allusion to his dear mother, or 
dear aunt, Dick grasped the situation. 

"Pm here under false pretences," he told Dorothy. 

"You are," she admitted, rather gaspingly, for they 
had danced the valse through without stopping. "I was 
told you were a shocking performer. I suppose the 
standard is high in the Guards." 

"Pm not in the Guards," said Dick. 

"Surely you are Mr. Richard Gasgoyne?" 

"I am." 

"Then " 
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"It will take some time to tdl." 

"Hardly anybody has come yet Tell it." 

Dick told it, and the story lost nothing in the telling, 
for already he was a practised teller of tales. Like a 
true artist, he made the interest of his tale cumulative, 
and when he finished Dorothy was athirst for more. 

"Is that all?" 

"Nearly all; naturally, I have left some out." 

Afterwards the careless words came back to Dorothy. 
He had left out "some." What she knew, however, must 
be made known to the reader. Dick was the son of a 
country parson, who had pinched himself sorely to send 
his boy to Winchester and Oxford. The Gasgoyne in 
the Coldstreams appeared to be a second cousin. 

"I've not met him," said Dick, with engaging candour. 
"They tell me he's a bit of an ass. It's a fact that I've 
cut my swell relations." 

"That is better than their cutting you," said Dorothy. 

"Exactiy." He was delighted with her reply. "You 
see, I wasn't going to sponge on them, and when my 
father died I found myself without a rap. I had to leave 
Oxford, and earn my bread and butter." 

"I am sure you earned it" 

"As to that — weU, I'm not one to count *the billows 
past,' but I have dined and supped off a ha'penny bun; 
very satisfying, buns. Now, I'm all right" 

Details were then forthcoming about his work — the 
work of a journalist The minutes flew while Dick talked 
and Dorothy listened. He asked for, and was accorded, 
another dance. Dorothy introduced him to half a dozen 
girls. You may be sure that the young fellow enjoyed 
himself vastly well, but he waited with impatience for his 
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second dance with Doi'othy. Meantime, Lady Helmingham 
had discovered that a. mistake had been made. 

"It seems," she whispered to her niece, "that this 
very charming -looking young man is not in the Cold- 
streams." 

"He is a cousin," Dorothy replied. "The card went 
to the wrong address." 

"A cousin — ah! It doesn't matter. He seems to be 
enjoying himself, my dear." 

"He is the sort of man who can get satisfaction out 
of ha'penny buns," Dorothy murmured. The allusion was 
wasted upon the good aunt, who had other matters to 
attend to. Dorothy was whisked away by an admirable 
dancer, but he valsed less smoothly than Richard Gas- 
goyne. 

By the end of the second dance the mischief had 
been done. The pair sat out the interval and the follow- 
ing Lancers. Dorothy told her story. When Dick 
learned that she was her father's daughter his face beamed. 

"You must be the right sort," he muttered. 

"Thanks." 

"But it's rather queer that you should be Lady Hel- 
mingham's niece." 

"I'm sure she thinks so," laughed Dorothy. 

"You have ambitions other than " he indicated 

the sparkling crowd. 

"Ambitions? Yes." 

"If one might venture to ask " 

"But of course you may ask. It is so unintelligent 
not to ask. I've asked you a score of questions, haven't 
I? Well, my great ambition at present is to live in a 
flat." 
: 'fAlone?" 
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"With Solomon." 

"Solomon ?" 

"My terrier," 

"Oh, your terrier." Dick laughed. "I should like to 
meet Solomon." 

"That goes without saying. I'll ask him if he will 
let me present you." 

"When?" 

His face grew very serious; her eyes fell before his. 

"And where?" 

"This is very flattering to Solomon." 

"I am dying to have the honour of his acquaintance. 
Time and place, please." 

She considered, puckering up her brows. Dick 
adumbrated, so to speak, future greatness by the bold- 
ness and ability with which he confronted the first serious 
obstacle. 

"I might drop in to lunch," he suggested. 

"To lunch?" Dorothy put up her fan to conceal an 
amazed smile. 

"Why not? Pm sure Lady Helmingham would rise 
to the occasion, if " 

"If ?" 

"If I threw an alluring fly " 

She regarded him with a slightly different expression. 
He was presenting the enterprising journalist, and Dorothy 
told herself that he had chosen the right profession. She 
realised, with a curious conviction, that he was certain 
to succeed. At any rate, she showed herself willing to 
indicate the right kind of fly. 

"Lady Helmingham is very interested in — bazaars. 
She will have an Art stall at the Albert Hall next week. 
If you are asked to lunch, I think I can answer for 
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Solomon. He has a most unapostolic intolerance of fools, 
but he always recognises and welcomes ability." 

Dick got his invitation to luncheon. When the crowds 
had thinned after supper, the young man approached his 
hostess, who held out her hand, thinking that he wished 
to say "good night." 

"Pm not going onto the Duchess's," said Dick 
genially, "partly because Pve not been asked, and partly 
because this is much too charming to leave. I came 
up to say that when you aimed at a falcon and hit a 
crow, it was very lucky for the crow." 

"If you have had a pleasant evening " 

"I have, I have. By the way, I am told that you are 
taking a stall at the bazaar to be held in the Albert Hall. 
You mustn't think that Pm in a hurry to discharge my 
obligations, but as I understand that yours is an Art stall, 
perhaps you would let me send you a couple of water- 
colour drawings." 

"This is very nice of you, Mr. Gasgo)me." 

"The only thing" — his tone became deprecating — '"is 
— are they good enough? Perhaps you will let me bring 
them here to show to you. And I know several artists; 
in so good a cause I think I might persuade one or two 
to contribute." 

"If you would. My stall, I fear, will be rather bare. 
You are very kind." 

"Not at all. I am really interested in " He broke 

off suddenly, and added in a different tone, "Shall I bring 
you what I can find next Sunday afternoon?" 

"If you have no better engagement, won't you come 
to luncheon? My niece says you were in Plevna." 

He hesitated, as if he were mentally glancing at an 
engagement- booL In reality he was reflecting, not 
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without a qualm, how easily his guileless fish had been 
hooked. 

"With the greatest pleasure," he replied. 



Upon the following Sunday Dick was introduced to 
Solomon. Dorothy had told herself that Solomon's in- 
instinct was infallible. If he liked Apollo her own judg- 
ment would be fortified. If, as so often happened, 
Solomon manifested indifference or antipathy to the stranger, 
why, then Dorothy's merely feminine predilection would 
need amendment and modification. Really, it was an 
ordeal for Gasgoyne, because Solomon, as has been said, 
was so very particular, so hypercritical. But the mterview 
began and ended triumphantly. Gasgoyne was acclaimed 
unmistakably as the right sort 

Within a week Dick and Dorothy were engaged. The 
word "Csesarean" (already used) describes Dick's methods 
so adequately that we are justified in skipping details. 
The young fellow was bom under some happy conjunction 
of Venus and Mars. He carried high places by storm, 
although, like the illustrious Julius, he never disregarded 
the necessity of preparation. But when he moved, he 
moved swiftly; when he struck, he struck hard. 

He had the audacity to call upon Sir Augustus and 
submit, without any grovelling, his claims to be received 
in East Anglia and Portman Square as a nephew-in-lawl 
Sir Augustus listened courteously and asked for informa- 
tion concerning settlements, adding civilly, *' Perhaps, Mr. 
Gasgo)me, you would prefer to give me the names of your 
solicitors. Mine are Silkstone and Limpet, of Lincoln's 
Inn Fields." 

"I," said Dick, "am my own solicitor. As for settle- 
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ments, Sir Augustus, I propose to settle on your niece 
everything I have." 

Half-a-dozen questions revealed the fact that "every- 
thing" stood for a stout, well-muscled body and an ac- 
tive, sanguine mind. 

"I am earning about four hundred a year," said 
Dick, "and my income is steadily increasing. With what 
Miss Fairfax has we shall do very well, very well in- 
deed." 

"I can consent to no engagement between yourself 
and my niece," replied Sir Augustus frigidly. 

Soon after Dick withdrew. Let it be added that he 
accepted defeat with a gallant snule, not without its effect 
on the baronet When the door of the Hbrary closed. 
Sir Augustus — who had hunted in his youth — muttered 
to himself: "The fellow is a thruster." Then he rang 
the bell, and said to the butler that he wished to have a 
few minutes' conversation with Miss Fairfax. 

What followed was described by Dorothy in one word 
—"Ructions." 

The young lady refused to give up her lover; Sir 
Augustus and Lady Helmingham instructed the servants 
that they were "not at home" to Mr. Richard Gasgoyne; 
and the atmosphere in the big town house became very 
chilly. For the baronet was one of those benefactors 
who undo thoughtful and kind actions with thoughtless 
and unkind words. With how much steadier and purer 
a flame the torch of gratitude would bum were it not so 
often blown upon by gusty verbosity on the part of those 
who have lighted it Sir Augustus would send a poor 
kinsman a handsome cheque, or devote much time to 
securing him a billet, but having done these good deeds 
be would assume henceforward the right to dictate to, to 
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sneer at, to play the deuce generally with his beneficiary. 
Indeed, it could be said of him that the persons who 
owed him most were the ones who liked him least 

In July, Dorothy took possession of a wee house in 
Oakley Street, and the announcement of her engagement 
and forthcoming marriage appeared in Tike Morning Post 
Dorothy was now of age, and her own mistress, to use a 
ridiculously false phrase. She had not many friends, 
caring little for smart society, but more than one offered 
her sanctuary, entreated her, indeed, to place herself and 
her romantic love affairs in discreet hands. Moira Cur- 
ragh^ an Irish countess, wrote: 

"Dear Doll, — ^An Englishman's house may be his 
castle (or his dungeon), but an Irishwoman's home is a 
hotel for her friends. Come to me at once, my JuHet" 

But Dorothy took her own line amid a chorus of 
protestation from everybody except Dick. A sub-editor- 
ship of a rising daily newspaper had been promised to 
him. The wedding-day had been named. After a brief 
honeymoon the pair would return to Oakley Street 

Having passed the Rubicon, Dorothy gave herself up 
to being rapturously happy. Her own testimony is ample 
on this point She invented a word to express her con- 
dition. "I wailadgi," she wrote to Lady Curragh, whose 
home was a hotel for her friends. "Walladge," she 
pointed outj was a combination of "wallow" and "stodge." 
She had stuffed herself with happiness, and in what she 
could not consume she wallowed. Happiness is so es- 
sentially abstract that any concrete presentment of it 
must be more or less inaccurate and misleading. But it 
is necessary to give an impression at least of what took 
place during this memorable month of July. During the 
day Dorothy ransacked curiosity shops in search of fumi- 
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tare suitable to what Dick called the Doll's House. The 
massive mahogany Victorian chairs and tables and side- 
boards belonging to George Fairfax had been sold, but 
his coloured prints and engravings, his water-colour draw- 
ings, his books and china had remained Dorothy's most 
precious possessions. It was not easy to find thir^ good 
enough to form a background to these, but what a de- 
lightful quest! Half of each afternoon was spent with 
Dick, generally upon the river. He had his work, and 
he was working hard, but he came to Dorothy each day 
looking as fresh and fit as she did. If she ^^walladged," 
so did he. Solomon's nose, it is true, was out of joint, 
but he carried a stiff tail, and his knee action was 
universally admired. After all, he had his mornings with 
Dorothy, and not an article in the Doll's House was 
bought unless it were highly commended by this canine 
connoisseur. 

When the sun shone radiantly, when, alone in Dick's 
punt, in some shady backwater of the Thames, the lovers 
listened to the hum of the bees amongst the willows, and 
the soft lapping of the stream as it glided by, Dorothy 
wondered how long the idyll would last It seemed 
amazing that Dick should be so exactly right, so satis- 
fying, and so different from other men whom she had 
known. One day, she said softly: 

"Dick, you make love so nicely that 'one is driven to 
the conclusion that you've had a lot of practice." 

"I have," he replied. "Of course," he hastened to 
add, "it was make-believe, not the real thing; but I 
learned a wrinkle or two." 

"And you got a wrinkle or two," said Dorothy, eye- 
ing certain faint lines about his eyes and forehead. Her 
glance, so steady, so passionate and so pure, brought 



OAKLEY STREET. 2 J 

the blood to his cheeks. Shamefacedly he opened his 
lips to speak, and then, as suddenly, closed them. 

"What were you going to say?" she whispered, touch- 
ing his hair with her fingers. They were sitting side by 
side at the bottom of a red-cushioned punt Dick had 
been reading aloud his latest — and, of course, his best 
— short story. He threw the MS. to the end of the 
punt, and captured her fingers, holding them tightly 
in his. 

"Dorothy," he replied gravely, "you have been very 
generous. I feel as if no man ever knew the girl he 
loved quite so well as I know you. My God! what an 
education this last month has been to me!" 

"And to me," she echoed. 

"But I," his voice trembled, "have not been so 
generous. There are bits, ugly bits, in my life which I 
may show to you some day, but not now." 

**Why not now?" 

"I have had a tough time of it, dear," he felt Uie 
sjrmpathetic pressure of her hand in his, "and I have 
come in contact with pitch; one can't say more to a girl 
such as you, but it is enough, isn't it? You understand? 
You are not a prude. And when you touched me that 
first evening, I became dean. You must believe that." 

"Yes," she said steadily. "I believe that" 

He raised hbr hand and kissed it, but he did not kiss 
her lips. Afterwards she remembered this, when speech 
was forced upon both of them. 

. . • • • 

Upon the day when Dorothy was caught in the storm 
upon Battersea Bridge, we left her, it will be remembered, 
in an armchair chewing the cud of sweet reminiscence. 
Nearly a fortnight had passed since that particular talk 
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between Dick and herself in which so much that was 
vital to both of them had been left unsaid. Upon these 
things left unsaid Dorothy had pondered not a little. 
She hoped and believed tiiat Dick's youth had not been 
as the youth of some men she had met But in any 
case — and here, of course, she was postulating against 
the unknowable — in any case he loved her and she loved 
him, and they were young and strong, and able to sur- 
mount obstacles. The present was theirs and the future. 
Was it not fatuous to speculate at haphazard concerning 
the past? She put the question to Solomon, who was 
lying upon the carpet in front of her, staring at her with 
his keen shrewd eyes. 

"You have never cried over spilt milk, Solomon." 

Solomon got up, stretched himself, yawned — ^his man- 
ners were not always those of Louis XIV. — and said, 
"Wouf-f-f," very contemptuously. 

"If I broke the ten commandments over and over 
again, you would love me just as much, wouldn't you?" 

Solomon wagged his tail and winked. He was not a 
good tyke, and never pretended to be. Had he not 
tried to murder Amy Helmingham's pug, because Dorothy 
had taken that spoiled darling for a walk? Was he not 
a confirmed poacher, a harrier of respectable cats, a thief 
even? 

"But spilt milk leaves a horrid stain, Solomon. You 
know it does." 

Solomon deliberately turned his back, lay down, and 
put his nose between his paws. He. was pretending to 
go to sleep, because this sort of conversation bored him. 

Dorothy felt herself to be rebuked. But Dick's past 
seemed to beckon to her out of Dick's eyes. She stared 
at bis photograph which stood upon the mantelpiece, 
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Once she had vowed that she would never marry a dark 
man. Gasgoyne was very dark. He had that white, 
clear skin so seldom seen in England, and black hair, 
brows, and lashes. Had his eyes been dark he would, 
unquestionably, have looked foreign, too Italian, but his 
eyes were a Saxon blue, and his features were also Saxon, 
firmly moulded and square. 

Afterwards, she sometifnes wondered whether Gas- 
goyne's past would have come to her as it did, had she 
not, so to speak, put herself en rapport with it by constant 
thought concerning it. For she had come to this con- 
clusion: she wished to know. We are going a Httle too 
fast, but it is, perhaps, expedi6nt to admit now that with- 
out this previous preparation of the soil the seed might 
never have taken root. Falling upon a hard, smooth 
surface of innocence or ignorance or indifference, a gust 
of natural indignation would have blown it away. 

As Dorothy stared at the portrait her maid entered. 
Susan Judkins had been an old and valued servant of 
George Fairfax, and Dorothy's nurse. In Oakley Street 
she acted as maid and parlour-maid. 

'^Well, Susan?" 

"A young person to see you, Miss Dorothy." 

"From the dressmaker?" Young persons from dress- 
makers and milliners were frequent visitors at the Doll's 
House during this month of July. 

Susan — everybody else called her Mrs. Judkins — shut 
the door with an air of mystery, and, approaching close 
to Dorothy, lowered her head and voice. 

"She don't look as if she came from any respectable 
place. Her name is — Miss Crystal Wride." 
.' "I wond^er what she waiits. Is she young?" 

" Quite old enough to know better, I should say*" 
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"Pretty?" 

Susan Judkins sniffed, but she was honest. 

"Men would call her that," she admitted. 

"Show her in." 

Susan sniffed again, but obeyed, knowing that it was 
useless to combat her mistress's whims. Miss Crystal 
Wride entered, staring defiantly first at Susan, and then 
at Dorothy. With her came an odour of cheap scent and 
damp clothes. 

At the same moment, Solomon, bristling with rage» 
began to growl. Then, as the girl advanced, he flew 
straight at her, and laid hold of her skirt It was quite 
plain that he did not think this young woman a suitable 
person to visit his beloved mistress. 

"Let go, you little devil!" 

"Solomon I How dare you! Lie down at once, do 
you hear?" 

Solomon obeyed, still growling. But during the inter- 
view that followed, his eyes never left Miss Wride's face. 

"Has he torn your dress?" Dorothy asked. 

"No." 

"I am so very sorry. Won't you sit down and tell 
me what I can do for you?" 

"I'll stand, thank you." 

Susan Judkins withdrew, very reluctantly. We say 
more for her character than could be condensed into a 
couple of pages, when we add that she did not tarry a 
moment outside the door, but hiuried at once to her own 
room. 

Miss Wride pulled a frayed pocket-book out of a 
pocket, and took fix)m it a newspaper clipping — the an- 
nouncement, in fact, of Dorothy's approaching marriage. 

"This is true, I suppose?" 
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"Yes.'* 

At this moment Dorothy divined that Gasgoyne's past 
had come in person to satisfy her curiosity. She had 
wished to know, and the gods had decreed that she 
should know. Her face changed subtly as she took note 
of the stranger, her hat, much bedraggled, her soiled kid 
gloves, her boots. 

"I ain't up to much, am I?" Cr3rstal Wride asked, 
with a sudden derisive smile, "but I was good enough for 
him — till he met you." 

She pointed at Gasgoyne's photograph, enthroned 
securely in the place of honour upon the mantelpiece. 

"You had better sit down," faltered Dorothy. 

"I'll stand," the girl returned savagely. 

Certainly she was more than pretty. Indeed, beauti- 
ful, with a lithe grace which in repose — and she was 
standing perfectly still — suggested a Tanagra statuette. 
The resemblance was the more striking because her wet 
skirt clung closely to her figure, accentuating the admir- 
able lines of it 

Dorothy may have thought of these things afterwards, 
for the moment she was sensible only of one overmaster- 
ing emotion — that of fear. The animal in this girl was 
about to spring upon her, and she was defenceless; the 
animal which could never have glided by Lady Helming- 
ham's powdered footmen. An insane desire seized her to 
scream, to rush from the room, to hide herself. But the 
animal could move faster, speak louder, than she. 

"Why have you come here?" 

"To look at you." 

At the insolence of the words and the glance which 
accompanied them Dorothy regained her self-control, and 
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with it her keenness of perception and apprehension. In 
a different voice she said quietly: 

"Then please look at me, and go." 

"Are you frightened? Pm stronger than you. I could 
scratch your eyes out" 

She came nearer, her fingers curving, her magnificent 
eyes flashing. Dorothy rose, slightly trembling. It was 
her first experience of life as it is lived in wild places, 
by wild people. Instinctively she realised this, and faced 
the situation. 

"Who are you?" she asked. 

It is said that a very simple question will serve to 
divert the attention of a madman. The girl menacing 
Dorothy with eyes and gestures was not mad, but she 
stood close to madness, upon the crumbling edge of it. 

"Pm an actress : I dance and sing at the Levity Theatre." 

Dorothy filled in details, swiftly. Then, quite sud- 
denly, for the words seemed to burst from her without 
volition on her part, she whispered, with immistakable 
sincerity: 

"Oh! what misery you have suffered." 

The sympathy in her voice pierced a crust of rage, 
jealousy, and despair. 

"Don't!" the girl exclaimed huskily, putting up her 
hands, as if to shut off the sympathy and sorrow. Sud- 
denly she collapsed, and, falling back on the chair in 
which she had been asked to sit not a minute before, 
began to sob with a violence that appalled Dorothy, who 
knew not what to do or say in an emergency so poignant 
and unexpected, conscious herself of misery impending 
above her own head, feeling, for the first time in her life, 
1±iat she was whirling far from familiar beacons, at the 
ihercy of tremendous and mexorable forces. 
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Presently the sobs became less violent, dwindling away 
into moans. Dorothy divined that the passion which might- 
have left hideous marks upon her own face had spent 
itself. She touched a nerveless hand. 

"If you will tell me everything " 

The girl looked up, trembling. Then, in her hoarse, 
broken voice, she muttered defiantly: 

"Suppose I told you I came here meaning to hurt you." 

"No, no," said Dwothy. 

"But I did— there!" 

"What good would that do?" 

"It would hurt — him. And — and make him, feel as 

— I feel as — as " Her eyes dropped wearily. She 

attempted a laugh that brought tears to Dorothy's eyes. 
"Now, I've not got much more strength than a worm. 
You'd get the best of it See!" She held out her hand 
which trembled: the colour ebbed from her cheeks. 

"One moment," said Dorothy. "Don't let yourself 
go!" 

She hurried from the room, welcoming action, move- 
ment, anything that would banish the curious paralysis 
of mind which seemed to be assailing her. Wien she 
returned with sal volatile and eau de Cologne, after she 
had administered them, as minute by minute strength 
came back to her visitor, so also strength returned to 
Dorothy's mind. She saw the issues involved, and faced 
them vaHantly, putting to rout compromise and weakness. 

While Crystal Wride lay half-fainting before her, ex- 
pediency had whispered: "Take advantage of her weak- 
ness, patch her up, pack her into a cab, drop her now 
and for ever out of your life!" 

Instead, she took the poor passion-torn creature back 
to her lodgings, supporting her tenderly* 

^(pr Son, 3 
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CHAPTER II. 
VAUXHALL BRIDGE ROAD. 

Dorothy's first impression of these lodgings remained 
a vivid and indelible brand upon the memory. There 
were two rooms, leading one from the other, and each 
was furnished, as the landlady put it, genteelly — a fact 
which increased rather than diminished the effect they 
produced upon Dorothy. For extreme misery, such as 
may be found in slums, for instance, has to the thinking 
mind an awful dignity, a grim character which appals 
but chastens the beholder. And even to the unintelligent 
the realism of the slum is unmistakable. We have reached 
the depths and we know it. From them we can look up, 
we cannot look down. If any change is possible, that 
change must be for the better. But in such rooms as 
Dorothy now found herself, everything, like the tenants, 
lacked character, had had character once, and had lost it 
irretrievably. Carpet, curtains, chairs, wardrobe, and bed 
were, so to speak, de"class/s: pitiable to contemplate, the 
more so because they were carefully arranged with a 
smirking, forlorn, pathetic attempt to appear better than 
they were. An armchair, obviously in an inconvenient 
position, had been placed where it stood to hide an ink- 
stain upon the carpet. A small crack in the dull mirror 
over the chimneypiece was half hidden by a basket of 
wax-flowers under a glass case. The curtains were looped 
back fantastically to conceal the faded folds in them. 
Japanese fans covered marks upon the wall paper. Garish 
bits of cheap lace and riband masked broken springs 
and bulging horsehair. Nothing matched. Every stidc 
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had been picked up here and there at sales. One horse- 
hair chair had massive mahogany legs, and a noble width 
of seat An alderman might — and possibly had — sat in 
it. The wardrobe, too, bought for a song because both 
panels of the door were cracked, had been in its day a 
fine piece of furniture. Brocades of exquisite texture 
might have hung in it; filmy laces and cambrics might 
have laid upon its once lavender-scented shelves. A 
marble-topped table displayed an ancient musical-box, 
a theatrical paper, and some faded daguerreot}rpes. In 
the centre of the mantelpiece, standing upon a Berlin 
wool mat, was a china clock of biscuit Sevres, the dial 
encircled by nymphs and attendant aniorini, a really 
charming bit, but chipped and broken. It was certain 
that the clock, which had recorded so many enchanting 
hours in other places, refused positively to record any- 
thing in Vauxhall Bridge Road. But beyond this dreary 
atmosphere of what had been was the more terrible cer- 
tainty of further abasement. Any change must be for the 
worse. Dorothy saw with absolute clarity of vision what 
rags would hang in the wardrobe, what men and women 
might sit in the aldermanic chair! 

Once at home, however, Crystal recovered quickly 
irom her condition of semi-collapse. Hitherto, she had 
accepted Dorothy's ministrations without protest, and per- 
haps without surprise, feeling — to use her own words — 
too much of a worm to resist. Now, the blood began to 
circulate more quickly, the look of slightly animal stupidity 
left her face, giving place to a dawning intelligence. She 
eyed Dorothy with increasing alertness. Then she said 
bluntly: 

"You ask6d me to tell you everything." 
"Yes; but if you are still too weak — ~" 

3* 
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"Fm getting stronger every minute. Why do you 
want to know? I shouldn't if I was you. I'd hold on to 
him, if I'd got him, as you have. The rest of the women 
in the world might go hang, for me. And how do you 
know Pm not going to tell you a lot of lies? Why should 
you believe what I say?" 

Her voice rose, still harsh, with shrill derision in its 
tones. 

"I think you will tell me the truth." 

"If I could get him back by telling lies, I'd tell 'em. 
But I don't think he ever cared much. He was grateful, 
that's all." 

"Grateful?" 

"I stuck my knife into you then, didn't I? Why 
should Mr. Richard Gasgoyne be grateful to me? You 
want to know, and you shall know. When we met for 
the first time, he was starving " 

"Oh!" 

"Ask him! Yes, starving. I fed him. We had our 
first meal together at my expense. He drinks champagne 
with you, I daresay; we had stout — a pint apiece. It's 
meat and drink, stout, when you're down on your luck. 
Dick was dead broke and green. My! But he'd grit, 
plenty of it. He might have crawled whining to some 
swell relations, but he didn't. Well, Dick told me that 
he was trying to make a living with his pen. He'd pawned 
ever3rthing he'd got, except what he stood up in, and his 
lancUady had told him he needn't come back unless he 
brought his rent with him. Maybe you know all this?" 

"He told me a part of it" 

"But never mentioned me, I'll be bound." 

Dorothy hesitated; then she said, "No." 

"Not likely. Well, I," the pride in her voice ilowed 
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Strongly; her fine eyes regained some of their fire, "I 
helped him out of his hole. I fomid him lodgings in the 
same house where I lodged; and I found him work: a set 
of articles about how girls like me Uve." 

"Yes, 'Behind the Scenes,' Pve read them. They 
were wonderfully well done." 

"They were hot and hot out of the oven. All this 
time we were pals, you understand, nothing else. I was 
singing and dancing then, earning enough money to keep 
me just alive, not a ha'penny more, but I might have had 
my brougham and diamonds, too — for the asking. Be- 
lieve that?" 

"Yes." 

"It's God's truth. I liked my work and I liked my 
independence. Then Dick fell ill; that was the winter 
before last. Did he tell you?" 

"That he nearly died — yes." 

"I nursed him. The doctor and I pulled him through. 
There wasn't a doubt of that He was broke again, and 
very, very low, double pneumonia; I think he wanted to 
die; but I wouldn't let him. I tell you I fought for his 
life, and I won it — won it Yes, I did. He can't deny it" 

"I am quite sure he wouldn't" 

"You're right, he wouldn't And he was grateful. 
He saw how it was with me, and — and — ypu can guess 
the rest" 

Silence fell upon the genteel room. Dorothy, unable 
to look at the speaker, stared helplessly at her surround- 
ings. She could see no books, no needlework, none of 
those blessed triviahties wherewith lonely women distract 
their thoughts and cheat the leaden hours. She was be- 
ginning to understand why that fearful wild look had 
come into this unhappy creature'? face. And yet every- 
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thing connected with this tragic story was subordinate to 
the man and her thought of him. From the first, she 
had said to herself: "I must be fair to Dick. I must not 
judge him till I know all." 

After a tremendous pause, Dorothy said slowly, "I 
can guess part of the rest, but " 

"Ask any questions you like." 

"You were innocent, till " 

"Innocent?" she laughed. "Did I say I was in- 
nocent? I told you I liked independence, not innocence. 
There was one other before Dick" — she clenched her 
hands, and a dull, resentful fire glowed in her eyes — "a 
brute of a manager. I was mad keen to get onto the 
stage — and I paid the price, as many another has paid 
it before." 

"You poor girl!" 

Some subtle intonation may have served to indicate 
Dorothy's merely self-conscious sense of relief. Crystal 
Wride said quickly: 

"You'll forgive him?" 

But Dorothy made no reply. It seemed incredible to 
reflect that she had parted fi*om Gasgoyne barely two 
hours before, and that she was going to dine with him at 
eight the same' evening. 

"This happened the winter before last After he got 
back his health," Crystal continued, "he began to make 
money. He used to say he'd found his market. We 
had good times — on the river " 

"On the river?" 

"Yes. Rare larks. But we stuck to business. He 
had his job; I had mine. Then his paper sent him to 
Turkey, as you know." 

"Yes, I know." Dorothy could hear Gasgoyne's 
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voice, the unmistakable emphasis he had laid upon the 
gladness wherewith he had accepted the mission. "I was 
particularly keen to go," he had said, "because I was 
sick of London, sick of my life there." But she, the girl 
who had wrestled for that life, what of her? 

"You had to part" 

"Yes; it was awful, because when he went there was 
nothing left. He takes up a lot of room, does Dick. Of 
course, you've noticed that?" 

Again her eyes played keenly, but with a certain 
fiirtiveness over Dorothy's pale, pain-twisted face. A 
physiognomist might have detected a flitting expression 
of cruelty — a cruelty not alien to jealousy. When Crystal 
had seen that Dorothy winced at her familiar use of 
Gasgoyne's Christian name, she had used it with un- 
necessary frequency. 

"After he*d gone, the fog seemed to settle down 
thick, but I stuck to work, and saved money against his 
return. I took these rooms and waited." 

Dorothy shuddered. Unconsciously the speaker had 
shown an astonishing tact in abstaining from details, in 
leaving the "waiting" to Dorothy's imagination. 

"I suppose you had friends?" 

"A girl or two. They don't count. Girl friends 
never did count with me. I never spoke to a man ex- 
cept to tell him to mind his own business," she added 
fiercely, "if that is what you mean." 

"I did not mean that" 

"I worried through the time, thinking of Dick. I 
used to sit in this chair for hours and hours, with my 
eyes half shut, seeing him. I'd a letter or two from him. 
He writes beautiful letters, as you know." 

The "as you know" pierced deep. If the desire to 



40 HER SON. 

kill had passed from the woman, the desire to wound 
remained. 

"He came back last April after the war was over," 
said Dorothy, wishing to bring her torment to an end. 

"On the fifteenth," said Crystal moodily. "He came 
in, kissed me, and sat down in your chair. You're not 
going to faint, are you?" 

"No," said Dorothy. 

She remembered Gasgoyne's allusion to pitch. Now, 
in some indescribable way, the pitch seemed to have 
touched her. She also had become part of this soiled, 
unfragrant, battered room. Dick had sat where she was 
sitting, had looked at the dock which had stopped for 
ever, and had wished, perhaps, that he had died outside 
Plevna. Again she heard his voice, when she asked the 
natural question, "Weren't you glad to get back?" his 
odd glance aside, his half-nervous reply, "Oh, as to that, you 
know, I was not coming back, like some of the other 
fellows, to a cheery home." 

To a cheery home? He had come back to this, 
crawled back to this, because nothing else was possible 
to a man with a spark of gratitude or decent feeling. 
She had fed him when he was starving, had nursed him, 
had loved him devotedly. 

"We began again, but it wasn't quite the same. And 
we had rows, awful rows; I suppose I knew somehow that 
you was coming in sight. In May you arrived." 

"And then——" 

There was a pause. To Dorothy everything hung 
upon the answer to this question. Had Gasgoyne cast 
off this faithful creature with brutality, indifference, or 
with flimsy excuses? From her knowledge of him, she 
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answered "No" to these charges. At any rate, Gasgoyne 
had come to the end of the road. 

"He never spoke of you to me," continued the girl 
defiantly, "but I guessed that Miss Right had turned up, 
and it made me mad. While he was away Pd studied to 
improve myself. I worked hard; yes, I did. I daresay 
you've noticed that I speak like you do now, but when 
he came back he never noticed the change. Perhaps I 
was fool enough to hope that he might marry me some 
day. Bah! Pll be maudlin in a minute. Anyway, we 
had another row — the last I let myself go, I tell you, 
and he never said a word, not one. He sat where you're 
sitting, staring at that clock, just as you're staring at it 
now, and when Pd said my say, he got up, and went 
away. Mind you, I told him to clear out and never 
come back. He never did." 

"But, surely " 

"He wrote a letter, offering to settle some money. It 
wasn't a bad letter; but I tore it up into tiny pieces and 
sent it back. Then I read the bit in the paper about 
his marriage to you. That knocked me out Then I 
caught cold and lost my voice, and came jolly near to 
losing my billet at the Levity. All this time I was trying 
to find out where you lived. I went to a big house in 
Portman Square, and the flunkeys slammed the door in 
my face. Dick had changed his address. But I hung 
about the offices of his paper, and on6 afternoon followed 
him back to your house. Afterwards I watched him with 
you, more than once. To-day, when you two were spoon- 
ing in the park, I was behind the bushes." 

Dorothy groaned. Was nothing to be spared her? 
Was she also condemned to drink the lees of another's 
cup, to share every pang, to feel her heart stealing out in 
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pity from the man she loved to the woman from whom 
she shrank, to feel also, with what futile resentment, with 
what shamefaced humiliation, that she was sinking deeper 
and deeper into a slough of misery and despond which 
must oseds engulf her for ever and ever? 

And as before, in her own room, the temptation as- 
sailed her with greater insistence and vehemence to 
wrench herself free from contamination, to shut eyes and 
ears to a misery she could not mitigate, to rise and go, 
and never to come back. 

"You'll forgive him, eh?" 

The harsh voice acted as a sort of tonic; its rasping 
astringent quality seemed to tighten resolution. 

"I have not had time to think of myself or of him," 
replied Dorothy hesitatingly. 

"You will forgive him," said the woman, and the 
jealousy in her voice, the yearning, moved Dorothy pro- 
foundly. "Some wouldn't, I know. He's no great 
catch for such as you, is Dick; but you love him, don't 
you?" 

They had risen, and were looking each into the 
other's eyes. Dorothy's cheeks flushed scarlet That 
everything she held most sacred should be dragged in 
the mud, trampled in the gutter, soiled permanently, and 
that she should stand unresisting, unable even to protest, 
this palsied mind and body. She made no reply. 

"You love him," continued the other, "and you'll 
marry him, and be the mother of his children " 

"In the name of pity " entreated Dorothy. 

The coarse fibre of the actress failed to interpret 
these subtle vibrations. 

"What are you making such a fuss about? You're 
not a schoolgirl. How old are you, anyway?" 
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"Twenty-one," said Dorothy, after a pause. 

"Twenty-one? Oh, I see. Well, I'm a hundred and 
twenty-one. Now, look here, I- was always one of the 
outspoken ones. I wanted to kill you, spoil your good 
looks, at any rate — not that you're a patch on me for 
them; but somehow you've had the best of me. In your 
qufet way you've crane out on top. Well, good-bye. Get 
married! I sha'n't forbid the banns." 

"What — are — you going to do?" 

"Me?" She laughed derisively. "What price this 
little lot, eh? Who's bidding? Old Nick." 

"Don't!" 

"Why not? What is it to you?" 

"Everything." 

"Bah! Talk's cheap. What would you give to save 
my soul, my soul" — she laughed drearily — "which, like 
that old clock" — she indicated contemptuously the time- 
piece — "has ticked away its best days? Come — how 
much?" 

She leaned forward, almost touching Dorothy's smooth 
pale cheeks, her eyes smouldering with derision and in- 
terrogation. Dorothy said nothing. What could she say? 
Yet she faced the question, tried to answer it. Suppose 
a great sacrifice were demanded. 

"How much?" mocked the other. "All your wedding 
presents?" 

"Willingly." 

"That would be nothing. Your friends would give 
you more. What else?" 

She saw that Dorothy was attempting to solve the 
problem. At once her sense of the dramatic gripped her. 
She laid her hand upon Dorothy's arm, and in a harsh, 
penetrating voice evoked horrors. . 




44 HER SON. 

"If, to-night, I went down to the river, and stood on 
Westminster Bridge, with nothing betwee»- me and the 
water except you " 

"Yes." 

"Would you put off your marriage to save me?" 

"No." 

"I thought not" 

"One moment. If I could think of a way. Oh, there 
must be a way! But it's not your threat of doing this 
dreadful thing which is driving me — no! If you jump 
into the river to-night, I shall marry Dick. Do you un- 
derstand?" 

"Not yet" 

Dorothy considered, with her eyes upon the pale, 
passion-twisted face in front of her. Ought she to con- 
sult Dick? Then she said hesitatingly: 

"Dick and I must pay for the injury done to you. 
I'll speak to him." 

Crystal laughed bitterly. 

"This has got to be settled here and now. If I go 
back to my work and keep straight, will you put off your 
marriage for one Uttle year? Yes — or no." 

Again Dorothy hesitated. Although she was twenty- 
one, she was in some ways singularly young and inex- 
perienced. A year did not seem to her a very long time. 
A year, moreover, would adjust her shattered sensibilities, 
heal her wounds. To marry Dick immediately seemed 
impossible. 

"What is one little year to you?" whispered Crystal. 

Dorothy seized her arm. 

"Will you live straight?" 

"Yes — I swear I will." 

"Then I'll do what you ask. You hurt me just now, 
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more than you will ever know, when you spoke of my 
future happiness. That happiness was very near a few 
hours ago; now it seems far away." 

"You'll be happy enough soon." 

"Not at your expense, not with the feeling, with — 
with the knowledge" — she fixed her eyes steadily upon 
the other's — "that you are going " 

"To hell. Out with it! How squeamish you swells 
are! Well, you're not a bad sort, and you mean what 

you say now; but to-morrow " She laughed drearily, 

not finishing her sentence. 

"I shall feel just the same to-morrow." 

"I sha'n't, thank the Lord!" 

Dorothy shuddered. Crystal, pale and haggard, 
seemed to have collapsed. She lay back in her chair, 
but her eyes narrowed to a mere feline slit, glanced fur- 
tively at the girl Dick wanted to marry. A minute at 
least must have passed before Dorothy, leaning forward, 
said quietly: 

"I know how you feel; I can put myself in your place. 
You might live without Dick; you have lived witiiout Dick; 
but you can't live knowing that he belongs to me." 

Crystal nodded. 

"You've hit it. I've seen starving kids flattening 
their noses against the cook-shop windows. The sight of 
other folks' blessings has driven many a woman crazy." 

"I'll help you; I'll do what I can to make things 
easier, but it will be hard for both of us." 

"You'll chuck him at the last moment?" 

"If you promise to do what I ask." 

"Won't he be wild! And for a year, a whole year, 
you'll have nothing to do with him?" 

"If you insist " 




•46 HER SON. 

"Why, what d'ye take me for?" She laughed coarsely. 
"You and he mustn't meet; and — you mustn't write." 

"I'm willing to pledge myself to that." 

Crystal smiled. Her brain, working slowly, began to 
grasp the two sides of the situation. Salvation was pre- 
sented as a mountain between Dick and a rival; damna- 
tion destroyed not only herself, but this obstacle also. 

"Done!" she said, with a harsh laugh. "I'll hang on 
a bit longer. Only I'd like to see his face when you 
tell him. He's accustomed to having his own way, is 
Dick." 

She saw the shadows in Dorothy's eyes and misinter- 
preted their meaning. 

"You'll weaken, maybe?" she suggested. 

"No." 

"How am I to be siure of that? And if you do 

weaken, if you do ." She began to tremble, and then, 

controlling herself, added fiercely, "Suppose you've been 
playing with me? Eh? You're a woman, a girl, and he's 
a strong man. You'll be putty in his hands." 

To her astonishment, she saw Dorothy's eyes wander- 
ing round the room, evidently in search of something. 

"What do you want?" she gasped. 

"Paper, pen, and ink." 

«0h!" 

She crossed the room, opened a battered bureau, and 
took from it writing materials. 

"Going to write to him, are you?" 

"No." 

Consumed with curiosity, the elder girl watched the 
younger. Dorothy chose a plain sheet of paper, and 
wrote a few lines upon it These she read aloud: 

"The marriage arranged between Mr. Richard Gas- 
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goyne and Dorothy, daughter of the late George Fairfax, 
F.R.C.S., etc, has been indefinitely postponed." 

Dorothy placed this and one of her cards in an en- 
velope, which she directed to the editor of a morning 
paper. 

"You can post it yourself," she said quietly. 

They parted without more words. Crystal, indeed, 
stood agape with surprise; but when the front door had 
slanmied, her frowning brow relaxed. She went to her 
bedroom, and examined herself in a looking-glass; then 
she glanced with longing at her bed, feeling, as she looked, 
dead-beat The temptation to lie down, to rest aching 
limbs and head, assailed her. But if she failed to appear 
at the theatre, she would certainly lose her engagement, 
hanging already by a thread. 

For a moment she hesitated; then, with a defiant 
smile upon her face, she began to repair, with paint and 
powder, the ravages of misery and madness. A few 
hours later, after the performance at the Levity, the stage- 
manager said to her: 

"You're in your old form, Pm glad to see. Struck 
a bit of all-righ^ I daresay." 

"I nearly did," replied Crystal; "but if you want the 
truth, the bit of all-right strudc me instead." 
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CHAPTER m. 
PROTESTS. 

After leaving Vauxhall Bridge Road' Dorothy did not 
return at once to the Doll's House. She wished to pre- 
pare for the coming interview with Gasgoyne, to fortify 
herself with the tonic of movement and fresh air, to shake 
off, if it were possible, the stifling, clinging atmosphere of 
those shabby, soiled rooms into which she had walked a 
girl, out of which she came a woman. For the moment 
all human habitations were, so to speak, begrimed with 
soot and smoke. The large spaces of Hyde Park allured 
her because they reminded her of the dean country; she 
eyed the foot-passengers almost with hostility, as if they 
were trespassers. She wished passionately that she could 
be really alone in a vast prairie, breathing untainted air, 
seeing nothing but earth and sky. 

Presently she found an empty bench and sat down. 
In the mid-distance sparkled the Serpentine; far away to 
her left she could see the sharp irregular outline of the 
roofs of the big houses in Park Lane; hard by, to her 
right, was the Powder Magazine. She had passed it 
hundreds of times, had played as a child within a few 
yards of it, but till now its tremendous significance had 
escaped her notice. She surveyed its squat ugliness with 
dilating eyes. That it should be placed here, in the heart 
of a pleasaunce designed only for man's recreation and 
entertainment, seemed to her inevitable. What better spot 
could be found? As an object-lesson, however, its utility 
was impaired, because it never blew up. A violent ex- 
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plosion occurring unexpectedly at least once a year would 
be so natural and appropriate. 

Such thoughts flitted through Dorothy's mind like 
bats dimly discerned in the twilight. She realised that 
in her an explosion had taken place, and she was unable 
as yet to determine the nature and extent of her injuries. 
With a curious sense of detachment, she began to think 
of its effect upon Gasgoyne. She had suffered laceration 
in silence; Gasgoyne would cry out. Already she could 
hear a soul-pierdng protest If she could spare him, if 
she could temper the terrible suddenness of it all, the in- 
decent violence, how gladly she would do so, even if her 
own pain were doubled in intensity. 

Perhaps, at this moment, anticipating the suffering of 
another, the maternal instinct burst from a merely dor- 
mant bud into full flower. She felt that she had become 
years older than her lover, that her love for him had 
changed its aspect. The explosion, indeed, had shattered 
— temporarily, at any rate — her youth. It is not exag- 
geration to add that she felt a greater pity for Crystal 
and for Gasgoyne than for herself. Men, stricken to 
death upon the battlefield, have been known to minister 
to others but lightly wounded, oblivious of their own 
mortal injuries. In this sense of partial paralysis, Dorothy 
considered what she should say to Gasgoyne. 

When she rose to return to her home and the lover 
now awaiting her there, it was nearly eight o'clock. The 
world was going out to dine. The hansoms flashed by, 
revealing laughing faces, wide expanses of shirt, shimmer- 
ing satins, and filmy laces. Dorothy stared at the revellers 
in wonder. For the first time she felt herself to be an 
outsider, beyond the pale of these pleasure-seekers. And 
yet, without doubt, explosions hfid been in their lives. 

Her S<m, 4 
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Their mirth, for the most part, was superficial, indicating 
nothing so much as the desire to conceal what lay beneath. 
In time, possibly in a day or two, she would join this 
procession as before, seemingly not the least joyous of the 
pilgrims, and make-believe with the best of them. 

Susan Judkins told her that Mr. Gasgoyne was in the 
drawing-room. 

"You're very late, Miss Dorothy." 

"It doesn't matter," said Doro^y. 

She went into the drawing-room, and closed the door. 
Gasgoyne, who was reading the evening paper and glancing 
over an article of his own, rose to greet her with a glad 
exclamation. She let him kiss her, wondering if it were 
for the last time. Then he said, not crossly, but wonder- 
ingly, "How very late you are, Doll. Where have you 
been?" 

She answered directly: 

"In Vauxhall Bridge Road." 

Afterwards she felt she had dealt him too sudden a 
blow. He stared at her intently, and repeated her phrase: 

"In Vauxhall Bridge Road?" 

"Yes; Crystal Wride saw the announcement of our 
marriage; she came here. I took her back in a cab; she 
told me everything: you understand — everything," 

His brain leapt to a triumphant conclusion. 

"You have forgiven me, my sweet Dorothy; you let 
me kiss you." 

"I have forgiven you," she said dully, 

"That you and she should have met," he muttered 
miserably. "Why did she come?" 

"The poor unhappy creature wanted to hurt me." 

"But she didn't?" 

"Not in the sense you mean." 
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Thank God! Doll, she helped me when I was starv- 
ing; she nursed me; but I didn't abandon her. She drove 
me from her." 

'^I know. Dick, I have made a sort of bai^ain with 
her." 

"What do you mean?" 

"That is what I must tell you." 

She told the story from beginning to end with simple 
dignity. Gasg03me, leaning his head upon his hand, 
listened attentively, not interrupting by word or gesture. 
So he had listened to the other, in absolute silence; and 
at the end he had got up and had gone, without a word. 
Dorothy remembered this. With him, she reflected, silence 
indicated fear, not lack of speech. He might say nothing 
now, because of the danger of saying too much. When 
she had finished, he did get up, and she thought from 
his face and manner that he was about to leave her. 
Instead, he said, with seeming irrelevance: 

"I have just been asked to lead an expedition into 
Central Africa. I refused, of course." He stared at her 
tentatively. She was too tired and muddled to under- 
stand him. Then, with an entire change of manner, 
speaking quickly and vehemently, he continued: "Doll, 
you have let Crystal get the better of you. I know her 
power; none better. You are about as fit to deal with 
her as a dove is with a cat She is very clever and an 
amazing actress. Let us admit that I deserve punishment 
But loving you, knowing that you love me, I protest against 
your punishment" 

He closed his lips sharply, as if he were afraid to say 
more. Dorothy understood that much more could have 
been said. It was like Dick, she reflected, to refuse to 
justify himself at the expense of the woman who had 

4* 
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given to him so much. After a significant pause, Dorothy 
murmured: 

"All the same, she — she loved you." 

"Love! What a word to use. Oh, the ingenuity of 
this woman; she knows that my tongue is tied, and to 

you " He broke off suddenly; when he continued his 

voice was steady again. "I don't excuse myself, and if 
you choose to take the line which some girls not fit to 
black your boots would take, if you break from me be- 
cause of what I have been and done, I do not blame you; 
but you're too good and wise and kind." 

"Dick, dear Dick, I must make the attempt. If I fail 
utterly, then, then " 

"Oh^ yes; then the ban will be lifted. And in the 
meantime, we are to wait, to wait Let me tell you that 
she'll keep us waiting." 

"Dick, if you could look into my heart" 

"I can, I do," he replied. "It is because of that I 
feel so helpless. You have tied yourself into knots which 
I know that I can't undo, and that you won^t" 

"Time may undo them." 

"Time?" He regarded her keenly. "Time, you say? 
Ah, I see. Good and wise as you are, Doll, you have the 
instinct of your sex to sit on the fence whilst others fight 
(of the possession of you. Hear me out! Time, eh? To 
a man there is no time save the present This is our 
hour, but you don't know it You prefer to live in some 
shadowy fUture." 

"Dick!" 

"If I'm brutal, forgive me, but it's you I'm thinking 
of — you. I shall be busy enough in Africa " 

"Then you are going?" 

"Yes, I am going, unless you say — Stay." Then he 
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added explosively, "You think time will put tlungs right, 
bring us together, to be happy for ever and ever. Doll, 
Time is not so kind as that. A year hence — who knows? 
We shall have changed. That is inevitable. If we come 
together, it will not be the same thing." 

"Why not?" 

"The experience of all the world is against it. From 
a mistaken sense of honour you are parting us." 

"I have promised." 

"You promised to marry me next Tuesday week. 
Look here, Doll; let me deal with Crystal." His voice 
grew persuasive. 

"Let me deal with her," he repeated. 

"No, no; it would be too cruel." 

"Lay the facts before your friend, Lady Curragh. 
Come, let her arbitrate." 

"Dick, how can I leave a point of conscience to 
another?" 

Gasgoyne sighed. He saw clearly; and her vision was 
so blurred. 

"All right," he said tenderly. "You are free." 

"Free?" 

"I mean, you dear angel, that you will do as you 
please, live where you please, associate with whom you 
please." 

"And you?" 

**I? Oh, I shall be bound to you always." Then, 
seeing her lips quiver, her eyes wet, he made his last 
appeal. Without warning, he took her into his arms, 
kissing her hair, her cheeks, her lips, with a passion more 
eloquent and overpowering than any words. At the end, 
he said entreatingly — 

"Doll, am I to go or stay?" 
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"Oh, Dick, you break my heart; but you must go." 

"God bless you!" he said; and went 

After he had gone, Solomon tried to comfort her. 
The S3rmpathy in his eyes was unmistakable; although he 
knew that his mistress had acted with indiscreet haste. 
But dogs would not be the finest comrades in affliction 
if, like bipeds, they tried to staunch tears with words. 
When Dorothy cried, Solomon cuddled up dose to her; 
but presently he jumped from her lap, and sat up, begging, 
entreating her to stop, because, in his opinion, she had 
wept enough. He whined and then barked sharply. 
Dorothy looked at him. 

"You're right," she said. "Pm a fool to cry my eyes 
out; but oh, Solomon, Pm so miserable." 



CHAPTER IV. 
ABYSMAL DIFFERENCES. 

What tragedy has not its humours? When it became 
known in Portman Square that "poor dear Dorothy" — 
from the hour she left their house, the Helminghams in- 
variably spoke of their niece with these qualifying adjectives 
— was not going to marry that adventurer, Richard Gas- 
goyne (already en route for Sierra Leone), Sir Augustus 
proclaimed the interference of Providence, and decl|ired 
that he, for his part, was willing to overlook a regrettable 
incident. Lady Helmingham ordered her carriage and 
drove to Oakley Street. 

"Why has this absurd marriage been broken off?" 

"It has been — postponed," faltered Dorothy. 

"Why, why? I insist, your uncle insists, upon know- 
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ing the truth. People are saymg that you have been 
jilted." 

"As if I cared." 

Aunt Charlotte groaned, 

"You ought to care; it is disgraceful not to care. 
And we, all of us, are in an embarrassing position. Every- 
body is chattering, and I have to — fib. Last night, the 
dear Duke of Anglia Oh! you are the most exasperat- 
ing young person." 

"I must be," said Dorothy meekly; then vehemently, 
she entreated: "Please, please don't ask any more ques- 
tions." At her distress the good aunt melted. 

"Very well. Only you must come home with me, my 
dear child. You are as white as a sheet We'll go down 
into the country next week, and our fine air — and, per- 
haps, some cod-liver oil — and a little cheerful companion- 
ship " 

"You have always been too kind " 

"These things will happen," purred Aunt Charlotte. 
**Why, when I was about your age, I had an affair," the 
worthy dame sighed faintly, "with a charming young 
fellow whom I positively adored. He was in a line re- 
giment, and in his uniform, I can assure you, that he 
looked — well, I have a daguerreotype, which I may show 
you some day. He jilted me — the wretch! And I cried 
my eyes out But everything turned out for the best 
Within a year I met your dear uncle. Shall I tell Susan 
Judkins to pack your boxes?" 

"Aunt Charlotte, you mustn't think me ungratefiil, but 
I must stay here. I must — I must" 

"You mustn't, my dear, you really mustn't Come, 
be reasonable." 
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"That's it If only I were not re?isonable, if I could 
feel and behave as Amy behaves." 

The fond mother blinked, unable to believe her ears. 

"You don't accuse Amy of being unreasonable, 
Dorothy?" 

"She is a perfect dear," said Dorothy, hastily, "but 
the object of her life seems to be the study of your wishes, 
not her own." 

"And what more natural?" 

"To me it seems so unnatural. She is twenty years 
old, and apparently quite healthy, but the exercise she 
likes best is a two hours' drive every afternoon with you." 

"Good gracious! You are certainly a most strange 
young woman." 

"Dear Aunt Charlotte, I am sure I must be, if you 
say so, but don't you see that because I am such a 
stranger to you, it is better we should live apart?" 

"The scandalous things that will be said " 

"As to that— pouf-f-f ! " 

"My dear, you should not say * pouf-f-f to me." 

"I say it to Mrs. Grundy, not to you." 

In the end Lady Helmingham retired defeated. Then 
Sir Augustus wrote a letter in the spirit in which he 
ventured to hope it would be read by his dead sister's 
child. Dorothy cried over it and laughed over it, but she 
declined to go down into East AngUa. 

Lady Curragh attempted to move this well-meaning 
but reckless young person from Oakley Street. As Moira 
Dunsany she had been Dorothy's first and almost only 
great friend. After the death of George Fairfax, the 
girls saw but little of each other. Then Moira married 
Lord Curragh, and inunediately captured a position in 
Lpncjon society, which gradually became, 50 to speak, a 
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sort of Gibraltar. Twenty years ago, it will be remem- 
bered, the married woman began to assert herself. The 
odious expression "professional beauty" was coined in 
those prehistoric times. The great American invasion had 
begun. The boldest of the bold among the young wives 
drove in hansoms, lunched and dined in restaurants, 
smoked cigarettes, and played poker. The old guard, 
headed by the early Victorian duchesses, predicted the 
end of all things, a dishdcle; everybody else was enorm- 
ously amused. 

Moira Curragh had wit, high health, and an appetite 
for what she called the good things of life. Her Gibraltar, 
a snug house in Curzon Street, was held to be impreg- 
nable against the assaults of bores of whatever calibre. 
Very big guns indeed opened fire upon this small fortress; 
there were mining and countermining, frontal attacks and 
sorties, much sniping, and more than one case of treason 
within the garrison, but, in the end, the siege was raised. 

To Moira Curragh Dorothy told her story. Being an 
Irishwoman and an optimist, Moira was strongly of opinion 
that things would come right. Gasgo)me would return 
from Africa covered with glory; Crystal Wride, touched 
by Dorothy's self-sacrifice, would become a reformed 
character and marry, perhaps, a well-to-do tradesman; 
Dorothy's own wedding would transmute all the tears 
that had been shed into diamonds and rubies. Into this 
jam were popped a few grains of powder. 

"Of course, you've behaved like a saint, but I feel 
most awfiilly sorry for your Dick." 

"You think I ought " 

"Let us leave the oughts to the tabbies. Personally, 
I should have kept out of Pimlico." 
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"Fimlico came to Chelsea. In my place, you would 
have done what I did/' 

''I daresay. I generally do the wrong thing, although 
I say the right word. I say to you, *Come to Hombuig.' 
If you stop here when everybody is out of town you'll 
get horribly blue, and you'll forget how to laugh. By the 
time Romeo comes bade, you'll be a fright" ♦ 

"I shall stay here." 

Not long after this, Lady Curragh saw Crystal Wride 
pla)dng at the Levity. Next day she said to Dorothy: 

"I've seen that girl; she has great talent; she's not 
likely to marry a greengrocer. How did Solomon receive 
her?" 

"He tried to bite her, poor creature." 

"Solomon is wiser than any of us. This woman 
meant to scratch your face, and I wish she had. But 
you chose to wear your heart upon your sleeve, and she 
was clever enough to put her beak and claws into that, 
instead. Have you heard from Romeo?" 

"No." -^ 

"You've written, of course?" 

"No. You see, I promised her that for a year I would 
have no communication with him." 

"Doll, what a heavenly fool you are!" 

"If you think that Pm proud of myself, you are even 
a bigger fool than I am," 

Shortly after this Lady Curragh went to Homburg. 
. • . . • 

During the dog days, Solomon, naturally enough, be- 
came rather cross. He hated Oakley Street and pro- 
tested hourly against the heat and confinement of town 
life. Dorothy paid several visits to Vauxhall Bridge Road, 
but Solomon refused to accompany her. So she went 
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alone. At first, Crystal assumed a slightly sullen, defiant 
manner; Dorothy knew that she had something to say, 
and not the ghost of a notion how to say it Neverthe- 
less, between the two girls stretched an attenuated thread 
of sympathy. And, presently, Crystal spoke. The stage- 
manager — omniscient, of course — had hinted at prefer- 
ment 

"He says I'm too good for the Levity." Crystal im- 
parted this information with an air of conscious pride. 

"He'll get me a billet at one of the big theatres. 
With half a chance I'll show 'em what I can do. I mean 
business, straight business, on and off the stage. I can 
sing, and dance, and act. Kate Vaughan can't do more, 
can she?** 

"You are very ambitious." 

"I'll get to the top, if I can. You make no error 
about that" 

D(»:othy divined the truth. Crystal had a v(dll made 
of triple brass. She might climb high. If she became 
a star, would Dick be dazzled? This question shone in 
Crystal's eyes, rang in her voice. Because of Dick she 
meant "straight business." There was a pathos about 
her determination which brought tears to Dorothy's heart. 
By this time she had guessed that Crystal was very clever, 
although she displayed a subtlety, a finesse, in her inter- 
course with Dorothy, which Dorothy did not perceive or 
appreciate till afterwards. To give an instance t Crystal 
spoke often of her voice as true enough and strong 
enough to attract the groundlings, but quite untrained. 
Dorothy paid for a number of lessons, of which Crystal 
took every advantage. Dorothy reflected that she was 
doing penance. She was aware that Crystal had angled 
for a cheque; and she wrote it — you must understand — 
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not in surrender to cupidity and acuteness, but in 
obedience to an ever-increasing desire to atone for what 
Gasgoyne had done and left undone. She admitted 
candidly that Crystal was entitled to great credit (being 
the woman she was), inasmuch as she had refused Dick's 
money. For Crystal loved money as a cat loves sardines. 
Dorothy took her out to dine, and discovered that she 
was greedy, and not ashamed of it. Upon the other 
hand, she exercised self-denial at home, because, as she 
pointed out, if there were "ups" in the "profesh," no 
member of it could wisely ignore the "downs." She ex- 
hibited genius in the making, and remaking, of the stage 
costumes, which she was expected to buy out of her 
small salary. Dorothy, after an inspection of the maho- 
gany wardrobe, wrote another cheque. She wrote also a 
letter to Moira Curragh which explains motives in her 
own words: 

"I am seeing a great deal of C.W., who interests me 
enormously, although I know that she delights in rubbing 
my fur the wrong way. She is intensely ambitious, and 
firmly believes that she lacks nothing except 'luck* to 
eclipse Kate Vaughan, who is her ideal. Also, she has 
really an elementary moral sense. She might advance 
quickly, if she were willing to do as the 'others' do. Of 
these 'others' I hear too much, for what they do and 
whom they do are a favourite subject of conversation. 
One is forced to the conclusion that a woman of that 
class, not so much immoral as unmoral, is certain to 
achieve a sort of success, and even a position if she 
makes the most of her opportunities. C.'s temptations 
are simply frightful. And she resists them valiantly. This, 
somehow, appeals to me — and she knows it! I have given 
her money, but she i§ not grateful; or, perhaps, I should 
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rather say, that her gratitude, to quote some wit whose 
name I have forgotten, is *a lively sense of further favours 
to come.' But somewhere, hidden away, is a heart Of 
that I have not a shadow of doubt. I have had a 
glimpse of it more than once. 

"Often she hurls Dick's name at my head. I try 
to duck, but she hits me every time, and smiles triumph- 
antly. Yesterday she asked me point-blank if I had 
written to him, and this after my promise to her! I said, 
'No,' with a feeble show of dignity; and she laughed in 
my face. I am sure she thinks that he and I are in con- 
stant communication. To my great relief she has secured 
a place in a country company. When she returns to 
town she will be given a small part at one of the big 
theatres; this is spoken of with gasping solemnity as the 
second rung on Fame's ladder. I am leaving town also, 
and mean to bury myself with Susan and Solomon in 
the New Forest." 

Dorothy, indeed, for the first time in her life, had 
become possessed of ah overpowering desire to be alone. 
Under other skies, she might, perhaps, be able to adjust, 
to arrange and classify, her disordered emotions and 
sensibilities. Lady Curragh replied to the letter we have 
just presented by entreating her friend to join her in Ire- 
land, whither she had gone after the cure at Homburg. 

" We face the bay of Donegal, and you can breathe 
the purest and most bracing air in the world. Doll, you 
are blue, and you'll be getting morbid if you go on 
prowling about Vauxhall Bridge Road. I can't help feel- 
ing that things have turned out for the best. Dick will 
become famous. Curragh says he is of the stuff that all 
successful men are made of. Do come here! We are 
such a cheery party." 
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But Dorothy declined this kind invitation, and others. 
Her cousin, Amy, wrote prettily from East An^ia, where 
the partridges had done quite too splendidly well, so 
dear papa said. A propos, that rather nice Lord Ipswich 
was coming to shoot. And Dorothy ought really to see 
the herbaceous border. And the Maltese cat had had 
kittens, such darlings! And there was a rather nice new 
baby at the vicarage. And mother sent fondest love. 

Dorothy sighed as she read this simple epistle; for 
the moment she envied Amy, and wished that she could 
think everything and everybody "rather nice." Then, in 
reaction, she told herself positively that she would sooner 
spend a month with Crystal, even in Vauxhall Bridge 
Road, than a week with Amy at Helmingham Coiul. 
Crystal, with all her shortcomings, was strong, alert, vital, 
a woman. The other was only a caterpillar, crawling 
from one blade of grass to another. 

Upon the eve of departure from town she learned 
a piece of news of importance. During the past six 
weeks she had been curiously sensible that Crystal was 
a creature of tempestuous moods: alternately optimist and 
pessimist, but always extreme: either triumphantly gay or 
despairingly miserable. That there was a physiolo^cal 
cause for ^is, Dorothy was too young and inexperienced 
to know or even to surmise. She had assigned these 
humoiurs to a certain inherent strain of wildness bordering, 
in moments of stress, upon actual insanity. Now the 
true cause was revealed with appalling suddenness. 

Dorothy never visited Crystal in the morning, whidi 
is a short cut to the conclusion that each knew the half 
of the other, for the afternoon girl may be — and generally 
is — an entirely different person from the early morning 
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girl. Upon this particular occasion, Dorothy was obliged 
to call upon Crystal at nine — an hour when Vauxhall 
Bridge Road presents its most slovenly and out-of-elbows 
appearance. The landlady herself answered Dorothy's 
ring at the bell, and said tartly that her lodger was not 
up yet. A question or two revealed the fact that 
Crystal had eaten no breakfast, and was feeling "very 
low." 

"Do you know what causes this depression?" 

"No, I don't," replied the landlady. 

"I shall go up," said Dorothy. 

The woman eyed her with wrinkled irritability. Then 
in a softer voice she muttered: "I wouldn't if I was you, 
miss." 

Dorothy went upstairs. 

Crystal, half-dothed, was lying upon the bed, white 
and listless, but the sight of her spick-and-span visitor 
roused her. She sat up, trembling. 

"Why have you come spying here?" 

"Spying?" 

"The door was open; I heard you ask that woman 
what was the matter." 

"If anything is the matter, won't you let me help 
you?" 

"You?" 

She began to laugh. 

"Stop that!" said Dorothy, with something of heir 
father's authority; then, emboldened by the effect of her 
words, she added sharply, "What is the matter? Tell 
me at once." 

At these peremptory words Crystal opened her eyes 
and her lips parted, while a wave of colour rushed into 
her pale cheeks. Then she smiled slowly, with a subtly 
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expression, compounded — so it seemed to Dorothy-:— of 
triumph, derision, and distress. 

"All right Only you must swear that you won't tell 
Dick. Swear!" 

"I swear." 

"Bend down your head. PU whisper it." 

"Oh!" said Dorothy faintly, when the other had 
whispered half a dozen words. She shrank back from 
the bed, the colour ebbing and flowing in her cheeks also, 
her eyes dilating. 

"Thought you'd squeal," said Crystal contemptuously. 
*^Now you can go." 

Dorothy sat down struggling with her feelings. Civil 
war was raging in both head and heart Crystal watched 
her through half-closed lids, the same smile upon her 
lips. Presently Dorothy controlled herself sufficiently to 
say, "You knew of this when you first came to me." 

"Yes." 

"That is why you wanted to, to " 

"To kill myself and it — yes." 

"And you never told Dick?" 

"I didn't know till after he'd left me." 

An interminable, unendurable silence followed. Finally 
pity drove everything else out of Dorothy's heart With 
her imagination she was able to supply details — the shock 
of surprise, the horror, the anguish, the madness. She 
tried to see herself in a like position, she tried to picture 
(and failed) her cousin Amy, Moira Curragh, other girls of 
her own age, who had been deHcately and tenderly nur- 
tured from the hour each was bom. Why, between 
human beings should such an abysmal gulf have been 
fixed? Across an ocean of innumerable differences of 
convention, association^ environmenti Dorothy gazed upon 
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the woman who was destined to be the mother of Dick's 
child. 

Hours seemed to have passed, when she stammered 
out, "You must let Dick know." 

"Not yet," said Crystal. "Pm not quite such a fool 
as that You seem to know a fat lot about men." 

The sneer hardly touched Dorothy, although the fact 
penetrated. She told herself that her knowledge of men 
was indeed thin. And yet, surely Dick would wish to 
be told, would claim the right to succour, would play his 
part (if it were necessary to play a part), would do his 
duty. Something of this, feebly expressed, escaped her. 
"You don't think he'd come back to me, do you? 
Not he. Pd be ashamed of him if he did. But when 
he does come back, I shall be all right again and playing 
leading parts." 

Her pride rang out unmistakably — the pride of the 
actress. Then, in an entirely different tone, she con- 
tinued: "Now you see why Pve screwed every ha'penny 
out of you I could get, why I made you promise not to 
write to him — and I knew you were the sort to keep the 
promise. If he'd married you, I would have killed my- 
self. But he's free, and when he comes back to find me 

where I ought to be, why then But I wonjt rub it 

in. What a beast you must think me. For you're a 
good sort. When I'm not hating you, I love you. If 
you were anybody else Pd worship you, but I've had to 
fight for my own hand. Now you'd better get out of 
this. We sha'n't meet again. You're a sight too good 
for Dick or any other man I've known. And you've 
saved two Uves; the kid's may be worth little, but mine 
— who knows?" 

Hsr Son, $ 



66 HER SON. 

Her voice had rung changes on all the emotions. 
Pride, scorn, pathos, misery, and at the end, with the 
last two words — ^trimnph. Dorothy wondered whether the 
speaker was weaving ropes out of sand. If she became 
the greatest actress of her generation, if her child were 
a cherub of loveliness, would Gasgoyne change? 

"Are you going?" 

"Not till you tell me your plans." 

"My plans? I shall stick to my job as long as I 
can. Pve money put by, thanks to you. Fm strong and 
hopeful. It's only when Pm overtired at rehearsals that I 
get blue. To-day I was miserable. I lay here, feeling 
horrid, and thinking that Pd lose my billet, lose my looks, 
lose ever3rthing. See?" 

"I see. But you're better already." 

"Pm quite myself. I shall eat a bit of breakfast 
I have treated you vilely, but even that can't take away 
my appetite. Hit me, if you like. I won't hit back. 
Only, for God's sake, say something — anything." 

"If you wish me to say * Good-bye' " 

"You make me feel a worm." She writhed in the 
bed, unable to bear the forgiveness and pity in Dorothy's 
eyes. 

"Before I go, tell me when you expect " 

"Oh, about the middle of January. Why?" 

"I shall come to you, if you will have me?" 

"You?" 

"Yes, you must have somebody. I should like to 
come." 

"To see me suffer? — No, no, I don't mean that, Miss 
Fairfax. That is the nastiest thing I ever said. I take 
it back. Come to me, will you? Well, look here. I 
don't want to see you again. I shall see your face, as I 
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see it now, as long as I live; it'll haunt me; yes, it will. 
But I hold you to your bargain. For one year, as long 
as I keep straight, you won't marry Dick, and you won't 
write to him or see him?" 

''That is understood," said Dorothy coldly. She 
turned to leave the room, glad to think that she would 
never enter it again; and yet, in some strange way, sorry 
for its inmate, who lived not in it at all, but in some en- 
chanted palace of her imagination, built of nothing more 
substantial than a fond woman's hopes. 

"Yes, you'll stick to that, I know." 

She spoke admiringly, but grudgingly, possibly con- 
trasting her own code of honour with Dorothy's. 

"Good-bye," said Dorothy gently. She came back 
to the bed, and held out her hand. "Remember, Crystal, 
if you should want me, I'U come." 

"Why should I want you?" 

"I daresay you will get along capitally without me. 
Indeed, I'm sure you will." 

"That's not true. At this moment you're sorrier for 
me than ever, and why?" She asked the question 
fiercely. "I shall go to a place I know of in France. 
They think nothing of these little mistakes over there. I 
tell you I'm all right — all right. And I've plenty of pluck, 
too. Do you take me for a fimker?" 

In her large eyes Dorothy saw fear, but she answered 
hopefully: 

"You have splendid health. Why should you be 
afi-aid?" 

"I'm not afraid. I can hold my own with any woman, 
and I shall, too." 

"Of course." 

"There's no 'of course' about it Some girls would 

5* 
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be terrified, miserable, broken-hearted. Pm not that kind, 
even if I did play the baby this morning." 

The tears stood in Dorothy's eyes, but she held them 
back. In silence she stretched out her hand. To her 
amazement, the strange creature in the bed seized it, 
kissed it, held it to her bosom, and then flung it away 
with a laugh. 

"If I hadn't kissed it, I should have bitten it," she 
declared. "I do hate you worse than ever, because you 
make me feel such a beast." 

For answer Dorothy bent down. 

"You don't hate me," she whispered, "and you're 
not a beast. I admire you, because I know how you 
feel exactly. You can't deceive me, Crystal, but it is 
plucky indeed of you to try. And whatever happens, I 
am your friend. I go now only because you send me 
away. When you want me, I shall come back. Perhaps 
you will write; let me know how you get on jn the new 
company. I shall write to you. Crystal, you have taught 
me more than I ever knew before." 

With that she kissed her. 

"It isn't much wonder Dick left me for you," Crystal 
sobbed. "Well, you've downed me. I swore you shouldn't, 
but you have." 
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CHAPTER V. 

YOU HEAVENLY FOOL! 

Dorothy let the Doll's House for a year, and spent 
the next few months in Hampshire. Solomon and Susan 
Judkins kept her company, not to mention certain famous 
authors and composers, both French and English. After- 
wards, Dorothy spoke of this three months as a rest cure. 
Perhaps she was affected by the sylvan atmosphere. The 
soft, languorous air, the placid trees, the silence — these 
cast a spell upon a tired, perplexed brain. "Poppy and 
mandragora" grew in this New Forest, which is so very 
old. And here autumn possesses a peculiar charm. All 
things seem to be enveloped in a golden haze. The year 
grows old beautiftilly, without heart-breaking evidence of 
pain and decay. It does not die; it falls asleep. Even 
Solomon, that epitome of superabundant energy, was 
content to He by his mistress's side, blinking in the mellow 
sunshine, content to let the serene hours glide past 

Each day, however, this tranquil existence suffered an 
intermittence of disturbance. Letters came to Dorothy. 
It is significant that Solomon barked at the postman, and 
upon one never-to-be-forgotten occasion pinched his leg. 

One letter carried an outlandish stamp, and was ad- 
dressed, "Solomon, care of Miss Fairfax." 

Dorothy knew that GasgO)me had written it. 

"Shall I bum it, Solomon?" 

Solomon protested against this. He detested letters, 
but there were exceptions. He would be very glad to 
bear what his friend Dick Gasgoyne had to say. 
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"But, Solomon, you know that I ought not to read 
this." 

Solomon sat up, put his head on one side, and winked 
his eye. He was not a good person according to Helming- 
ham authority. 

"Oh, Solomon, how can you?" 

The tyke winked again. He knew, none better, the 
value of judicious silence. 

"Solomon, I must read this letter to you. Oh, how 
wicked we all are!" 

"Wouf-f-fl" said Solomon, in profound disgust Then, 
as Dorothy, violently blushing, broke the seal, he scampered 
round her, barking joyously. Having done this, he sat 
up again, with his head attentively inclined, and a diabolical 
grin upon his naughty face. 

"Dear Solomon" (Gasgoyne wrote), "I have heard 
from Lady Curragh, so I send you through her this line 
to say that Pm very fit Solomon, I know you know that 
I have been a fool, and loyal as you are to Dorothy, I 
am sure in your heart you put her down as not nearly so 
wise as she ought to be, after having lived so long with 
you." 

"Good gracious!" said Dorothy, breaking off, and 
speaking in a tone of acute distress, "I ought not to go 
on. I thought this was just a message to you, Solomon, 
that Dick would tell you how he was, but this " 

Solomon growled. If ever a tyke displayed intense 
irritability he did. The scorn in his eye was terrible to 
behold. He held that it is better to do the wrong thing 
the right way than the right thing the wrong way. Having 
opened the letter, having read half of it, who but a woman 
with an absurd conscience would halt and stammer and 
blush and waste valuable time. 
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"Wouf-f-f!" he snorted. 

"Solomon, you are a devil." 

He grinned more impudently than ever. He knew 
that if he ran out of sight she would kiss the letter. 
Dorothy sighed deeply, struggled against the flood of 
temptation, and then sank. 

"Dear old Solomon" (Dick continued), "you must tell 
Dorothy that a promise wrung from another at the point 
of the sword is no promise at all. I simply can't stand 
Doll's silence any longer. You must persuade her to 
write to me, so that I shall get the letter the first thing 
on my return. If Dorothy does not write, I shall beUeve 
that she has not forgiven me." 

"Oh, oh!" murmured Dorothy, breaking down. "How 
cruel of him to say that" 

Solomon licked her hand in sympathy, but his eyes 
sparkled. Every individual hair upon his head quivered 
with excitement Would Dorothy write? 

For two days after this, the quiet glades, the silent 
trees, the kindly faces of the foresters, seemed to mock 
Dorothy. But she did not write to Gasgoyne. Or, rather, 
she did write in a moment of black despair, and then, in 
reaction, destroyed the letter. How often, in the years 
to come, she speculated upon what would have happened 
if that letter had been despatched! 

Meantime, she had heard twice from Crystal, who 
wrote of a stroke of luck. Her salary was raised; the 
manager spoke of a permanent engagement in town. 

Between the lines of this Dorothy read emotions other 
than those of jubilation. The time was rapidly approach- 
ing when Crystal must leave the company and sit down 
alone, without occupation or distraction, to wait for her 
trouble. This thought also darkened Dorothy's horizon. 



72 HER SON. 

and cast shadows across the pleasant paths down which 
she strolled. 

But, in her heart, notwithstanding what had passed, 
dwelt faith and hope in the future. Dick would soon 
come back. Meantime she gave herself up to her books 
and to the sweet relaxation of the dream-life wherein she 
found happiness and repose. 

"Dick will have so much to tell us," she confided to 
Solomon, "we must have something to tell him." 

At this Solomon looked rather solemn. He knew his 
own sex; and the knowledge worried him. Dick had said 
that he couldn't stand silence. And Solomon knew Dick's 
weakness, the weakness of so many strong men who have 
been as wax in the hands of beautiful women. If Dick, 
athirst for kind words, foimd them upon other lips, what 
then? Solomon growled to himself, and Dorothy, hearing 
him, supposed he was suffering from bad dreams. But 
Solomon was wide-awake, and, for the moment, as un- 
happy a tyke as could be found in the kingdom. 

On Christmas Day a telegram came fix>m Crystal at 
Saint-Malo. 

"I am desperately ill; please come to me." 

Dorothy started alone within a couple of hours. 

She crossed to Saint-Malo from Southampton in a 
storm. All night long the vessel struggled gallantly against 
wind and roaring waves. To sleep in such an inferno was 
out of the question. Dorothy wedged herself into her 
berth with pillows, and, like the apostle, waited for the 
day. She was an excellent sailor, and the terrible pitch- 
ing and tossing affected her spirit only. She became 
obsessed with the idea that Crystal was battling for her 
life, even as the ship battled with the waves and wind. 
Every groan from the stout oak timbers seemed to come 



YOU HEAVENLY FOOL! 73 

from Crystal; the quivering of the vessel under the shock 
of tons of water falling upon her decks, the convulsive 
spasm with which she righted herself after each attack, 
the odd intermittences of silence and tranquillity always 
so impressive when a tempest is raging — these things 
made her shudder with apprehension. Afler passing the 
Channel Islands, wind and water abated their violence. 
Dorothy went on deck. The sky, in the early morning's 
light, was almost black and amber. The land was of a 
pale green-grey^ as if the storm had washed all colour out 
of the Cdte d'Em6raude. Then came the tedious delay 
in docking, the passage through the Custom House, and, 
at last, release from bondage. 

Nine o'clock was striking as Dorothy drove to the 
address that had been written upon the telegram. A re^ 
ligieuse opened the door. 

"Is she better?" faltered Dorothy. 

"She is very ill — dying, I think," said the Sister. 
Then she added calmly, as if preoccupied with thoughts 
concerning the life beyond, "All the same, the doctor 
does not despair." 

The doctor, a prim, precise, spectacled little man, 
received Dorothy in a dismal, conventional sitting-room. 
A gesture of the white plump hands conveyed the as- 
surance that all that was possible had been done, and 
that the issue lay with Providence. 

"She is imconscious," he added. 

"And the child?" 

The doctor's face brightened. The child was alive 
and a really splendid little fellow. Unhappily, the mother 
from the first had taken no interest in him. 

"Can I go to her?" Dorothy asked. 

The little man led the way upstairs into a not uncom- 
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fortable bedroom, overlooking the harbour, now filled with 
the big fishing boats that sail in February to Newfound- 
land and Iceland. 

"I can do nothing/' whispered the doctor; "but I will 
return presently. Sister Claire has my instructions." 

Dorothy then saw the sister, half effaced by a curtain, 
sitting by the window. Her lips were moving slightly, 
repeating some office. Dorothy entered the room and 
crossed to the bed. Crystal lay upon her back with her 
eyes closed, apparently fast asleep. A faint smile seemed 
to rest upon the lips; her hair, twisted into a great braid, 
showed golden tints against the dead white of the night- 
dress; the thick curling lashes gleamed upon her cheek; 
from her folded hands came a flash of metal. Dorothy 
saw that she wore a wedding ring. 

"Oh, you poor thing!" she reflected. 

Her first feeling — or, shall we say the first conscious 
and memorable reflection? — was one of wonder and in- 
creduhty that Crystal should be dying! Dorothy could 
see her dancing at the Levity, the symbol of life, colour, 
movement — and now sinking to rest for ever. 

And with her would perish those airy sprites of hope 
and fancy, those innumerable ambitions to rise, to out- 
shine other stars, to play her part as mime with such art 
that he who had never truly loved her might fall at her 
feet — dazzled, conquered. 

Dorothy knelt down beside the bed. The pathos of 
what had been, its inevitableness, its irony, its effect upon 
her own life, overpowered her. Crystal lay upon that 
poor bed, the type of a million unfortunate women whose 
sins may be forgiven because they have loved much. By 
the grace of God Dorothy herself had been protected 
from such a fate. But she knew, in all humility, that, 
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Stripped of a tender and inspiring upbringing, without a 
wise father's love, without the ministrations of faithful 
servants and teachers, lacking the example of worthy 
friends, she too might have been as Cr3rstal Wride. And 
her tears flowed for the innumerable girls, like Crystal, 
alone and adrift upon wild waters. 

Presently, she was able to pray for the repose of this 
passing soul. Prayer brought peace: the conviction that 
it was well with the sinner, that suffering had purged her, 
that a greater suffering than any fleshly anguish, the 
agony of disappointment, had been mercifully withheld. 
Then, rising from her knees, she gazed upon the face 
from which she had shrunk at flrst in loathing, to which 
she had turned in pity, the face which at last she had 
kissed. What strange bond had linked them together? 
What power had been thus triumphant in destroying 
seemingly indestructible barriers? 

At tiiis moment it seemed to Dorothy that what true 
knowledge of her fellow-creatures might be hers, she 
owed to Crystal Wride, who had torn a film from her 
eyes. The laceration had not yet healed; she saw dimly 
still, but she saw, and she knew that if Crystal had not 
come into her life, she might have remained blind to the 
end of her days. 

As she gazed at that still white face the eyes opened. 

"I have come to you," said Dorothy. 

She bent down and kissed the forehead, now slightly 
wrinkled with interrogation. She felt sure that Crystal 
recognised her, but her white lips remained closed. At 
that moment Dorothy heard a faint cry — the unmistakable 
wail of a newly bom infant The cry rose in a piteous 
crescendo and died away. It seemed to Dorothy that 
the child, was calling the. mother back from the other 
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world, proclaiming with its puny voice the incontestable 
rights of the living paramount over those of Death. 

Dorothy said eagerly: 

"Crystal, you must live; do you hear me? Your baby 
wants you," 

The white lips trembled and moved. Dorothy caught 
a faint whisper. 

"It is not dead, then?" 

Before she answered a derisive smile flickered across 
Crystal's face and vanished. Dorothy knew then, perhaps 
for the first time, that the child had quickened no love 
in the mother's heart And she knew also that Cr3rstal, 
with her amazingly acute perceptions, had divined this. 

Meantime, Sister Claire had risen from her chair, and, 
hearing Crystal's voice, crossed to the bed and laid her 
finger upon her patient's wrist Dorothy, watching her 
placid, pleasant face, saw a dawning of hope illuminating 
the smooth, colourless skin. She nodded to Dorothy, and 
with a polite gesture invited, rather than conmianded, her 
to leave the room. 

Before twenty-four hours more had passed the doctor 
spoke guardedly of a possible recovery. 

"She was sinking, and you aroused her. It is — extra- 
ordinary, but I have seen it happen again and again in 
such cases." 

Then, with Gallic fluency tempered by the constraint 
of a bachelor talking to a young English "Mees," he con- 
tinued: 

"It is odd, is it not? but Madame takes no interest 
whatever in the child, and such a child — superb. I have 
made arrangements with an excellent creature from Dinan, 
who arrives to-morrow." 

"Thank you," said Dorothy. Then, after a moment's 
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pause and with a faint blush, which the Frenchman quite 
misinterpreted, she added: "The father, who is a friend 
of mine and in Africa, would wish all that is possible to 
be done." 

The excellent creature, a-flutter with ribbons and 
beaming with smiles, duly arrived, and declared instantly 
that the baby was adorable. From that moment the fret- 
fid cries ceased. Dorothy told herself that from the 
baby's point of view all was well for the next few months. 

Satisfied that Dick's child was properly cared for, 
Dorothy confmed her ministrations to the mother, whose 
strength returned almost as rapidly as it had left her. 

"You saved my life," said Crystal. 

"That is really nonsense." 

"It's the truth. You looked at me as if you thought 
I was dying, and that made me want to live." 

"I looked at you like that?" 

"Yes, you did. I don't say you weren't sorry, mind 
you, but you must have been feeling that it was really 
the very best thing I could do." 

"I was praying that you might live," replied Dorothy 
steadily. 

During the first days of recovery, Dorothy, obeying 
the doctor's instructions, made no mention of the child. 

"It is my good fortune to understand what is left 
unsaid," he explained to Dorothy, whom from the first he 
treated with almost exaggerated respect. "This Httle one 
was not exactly welcome, hiin? That jumps to the eye. 
And madame is an artiste. She told me so, but — name 
of a name! — I knew that when I saw her. The type is 
unmistakable. Well, talk to her of her art, of future 
triumphs. But leave the little one in the arms of the 
nourrice, where he is absolutely at home," 
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Finally, Crystal herself spoke of her plans for the 
baby's future. 

'^I shall leave him in France/' she declared, not with- 
out an inflexion of defiance. ''How can I possibly take 
him back to England? I have a good engagement I 
am going to play a very minor part, but I understudy 
Miss Gwendolen Bostock, and she has something wrong 
with her throat My great chance is coming. Heard 
anything from Dick?" 

Dorothy wondered whether she betrayed any confusion 
as she answered quietly: ''He wrote to a firiend of mine 
from Sierra Leone. He was quite well and in high spirits. 
We shall hear nothing for six months." 

"A lot may happen in six months," said Crystal. 

Ultimately the child was left in his fostermother's 
charge. But it was Dorothy, not Crystal, who paid a visit 
to Dinan, and satisfied herself that the small farm was 
situated upon a breezy hilltop, and that the other children 
scampering about were models of health and strength. 
And after Crystal had returned to the stage Dorothy spent 
several weeks at Dinan, sketching and botanising, so she 
said; but the good people at the farm might have ac- 
counted otherwise for her expenditure of time. 

Susan Judkins, who with Solomon had crossed the 
Channel, protested vehemently, being of the opinion that 
her young mistress had behaved indiscreetly, and also 
foolishly. 

"I've nothing against your going to see the baby, 
Miss Dorothy; but it's this hole-in-the-comer way of doing 
it that upsets me. Not a word to her ladyship or anybody 
else, and me sworn to hold my tongue, not that I ever was 
a tattler. Already some hateful folk is saying it's yours." 

"Rubbish!" said Dorothy, with her chin in the air. 
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But in a softer tone she explained: "You know, Susan, I 
am thinking of Mr. Dick's good name. If I told my own 
people anything, I should have to tell them everjrthing, 
and he is so far away, unable to defend himself." 

"Let's hope he'll be back soon," said Susan grimly. 

An incident followed that more than justified Susan's 
protest Dorothy was stopping en pension at the Hdtel 
Victoria in Dinan, that pleasant inn facing the Place Ber- 
trand du Guesclin. One day a party arrived from Dinard, 
some fashionable folk quite indifferent to the glories of 
Gothic architecture, but with appetites inordinately whetted 
for gossip. Amongst them was a certain Mrs. Pilkington- 
Browne, who had known Dorothy slightly both in East 
Anglia and Portman Square. This lady greeted Dorothy 
with efiusion at dijeuner; but later, when Dorothy hap- 
pened to be talking to Miss Pilkington-Browne, a prim, 
pretty little girl of sixteen, the mother beckoned her away, 
and later, on departure, took leave of Dorothy with almost 
insolent words and manner. 

"You know, my dear Miss Fairfax, now that the 
season is beginning you will find more Britons than Bre- 
tons in this part of the world. Good-bye. So glad to 
have had this glimpse of you. We all wondered what on 
earth had become of you." 

Afterwards Dorothy knew that she ought to have 
seized this opportunity. Mrs. Pilkington-Browne was not 
particularly ill-natured, and, taken into confidence, would 
probably have held her tongue, and perhaps, if necessary, 
championed an indiscreet young woman against the in- 
evitable consequences of her indiscretion. But the in- 
cident happened during those dark and dreadful days 
when she was hourly expecting news of Dick, and when, 
alas! no news came. 
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However, she left Dinan, and made a pilgnmage to 
Paimpol. Kerre Loti's enchanting story, Picheur (Thlande, 
had just appeared, and Dorothy read eveiy line of it again 
and again with sensibilities quickened to the most intense 
sympathy and pity. Gaud had waited for Yann, as she 
was waiting for Dick — and Yann had not come back! 

Under the mysterious spell of the country, she attended 
certain Pardons, and in particular the one of Our Lady of 
Good News, to which flock the mothers and maids whose 
sons and lovers are far away. Dorothy talked to many 
of the women, many of whom had waited, as Gaud waited 
— had watched through long autumn days for a distant 
sail upon the horizon which never fluttered into sight 

"So many remain over there," sighed one girl. "It is 
the will of God, mademoiselle; but, oh! it is hard on us 
women." 

Dorothy wandered into many of the cemeteries, irre- 
sistibly attracted to those rude wooden crosses with the 
roughly carved inscription: "Lost at Sea." 

. • . • a 

During these sad weeks, the English press was unaiii- 
mous in its verdict that Richard Gasgoyne would never 
be seen again in Fleet Street Nor was this a matter of 
mere surprise. Proofs accumulated bit by bit One or 
two natives returned to Sierra Leone to tell a shocking 
story of suffering and hardship. Nevertheless, Dorothy told 
Susan that Dick was alive, and Susan, let it be added, 
partly out of pity, partly from faith in youth and strength, 
fortified her mistress's conviction. 

"Mr. Dick'll take a lot of killing," she declared. 

Finally, a long letter arrived firom Crystal, curiously 
compounded of triumph, misery, and self-justificatLon. 
Miss Gwendolen Bostoc^, it appeared, had lost her voice 
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and her position as leading lady. Crystal, suddenly called 
upon to perform a great part, had played it ^th such 
fire and cleverness that the management had secured her 
services at a large salary. Clippings were enclosed, none 
too dean, to be returned — so ran an underlined postscript 
— when read. The rest of the letter must be given in 
its entirety. 

''Dick is dead. Fve made up my mind to that It 
nearly killed me, but I went on acting all the same. And 
I never played so well in my life either. Everybody said 
so. Some of the women in the stalls, whose complexions 
won't stand that sort of thing, howled over my pathetic 
bits." 

Dorothy laid aside the letter for a moment. Owen 
Meredith's lines had come into her head: 

Takixig the past to give pathos 

To the little new song that she sings. 

When she picked up the letter, it was with a convic- 
tion that, to Crystal at any rate, the death of Dick was 
a lesser thing ^an the triumph of making fashionable 
ladies howl! 

"And now," continued Crystal, *'I may as well tell 
you that I've made arrangements to place the baby in a 
sort of Institution for Little Mistakes near Paris. I have 
paid a lump sum down, and the child will get a good 
education, and later I shall furnish the cash for giving 
him a proper start. But he'll never know I'm his mother. 
I'm running straight, and it pays. I mean my name to 
be as dean as any woman's in the kingdom. I owe you 
a lot for what you did, and at any time when you want 

Her Son, 6 
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Stalls for any show in which I'm playing, you write to 



me. . . ." 



There was more, not worth recording; but near the 
lines where Dick's name occurred Dorothy saw two tear- 
marks. Because of these she judged the writer with charity, 
although the abandonment of the child filled her with re- 
sentment and dismay. That Dick's son should be brought 
up, as Susan put it, a fondling, stirred her to the marrow. 

After two sleepless nights she told her faithfid hand- 
maiden that they must return to Dinan. 

"Whatever are you going to do, miss?" asked 
Susan. 

"I don't know yet," Dorothy replied. 

At Dinan, the excellent creature, no longer a-flutter 
with ribbons and beaming with smiles, told a harrowing 
tale. Acting under Madame's orders, she had taken the 
adorable little one to Paris, and left him there — in prison 
(en cellule!^ 

Dorothy, with flushed cheeks and burning eyes, listened 
to details about the grim, white- washed building, the austere 
sisterhood, the bare, rigorously scrubbed wards, the tiny 
captives cast up by an implacable sea, left nameless and 
forlorn to live under an iron discipline. 

"And, look you," sobbed Dorothy's informant, "if I 
were not poor as a sparrow, if I had not so many mouths 
to fill, I and my good Alcibiade would adopt the littie 
one. Mademoiselle, he is a masterpiece! Never, never, 
shall I see such a baby again, so strong, so beauti- 
ful!" 

The kind soul dissolved deplorably, murmuring an 
apostrophe to her patron saint. 

Dorothy tried to comfort her, kissed her firm red 
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cheeks, and exhibited a present — a rosary of beads 
fashioned out of wood from the Mount of Olives, and 
blessed by a Prince of the Church at Sainte Anne 
d'Auray. 

"Mademoiselle, you are an angel. Why — why did 
not the good God see to it that you were the mother of 
the little one?" 

Dorothy went away with the address of the Institution 
for Little Mistakes in her pocket. Susan grumbled, as she 
packed up that night, because Dorothy seemed to be 
stricken suddenly dumb. 

You will guess the reason of this. Her mind was 
made up, and Susan's protests, no more to be dammed 
than a river in spate, would have been so exasperatingly 
futile. They travelled to Paris the next day. 

Upon the following afternoon Dorothy appeared at 
the small hotel where she was staying with an expression 
not to be interpreted by Susan. Resolution, obstinacy, and 
triumph informed the young lady's face. 

"Have you nothing to tell me, miss?" 

"Nothing yet, Susan." 

"You've been to see the child, of course. Is he 
well?" 

"I never saw such a baby in my life," Dorothy replied 
solemnly. 

A week later Susan's curiosity was satisfied, and her 
sense of what was fitting almost unrecognisably crushed. 
Dorothy brought home the masterpiece in a brand-new 
perambulator! 

**He's mine now," she said calmly. 

6* 
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"Heavens preserve us!" exclaimed Susan. 

"If the fittest survive," said Dorothy with emphasis, 
"this baby ought to live for ever." 

Then, very concisely — for she had acquired the habit 
of thinking before she spoke — the facts were recited. 
Dorothy had offered to adopt and provide for the child 
upon liie condition that her name was kept secret from 
Crystal. The Mother Superior herself had suggested this 
as not only the ordinary but the essentially right thing 
to do. 

"We have had great trouble,'* she said, with a world- 
embracing gesture. "Mothers permit other women to 
adopt their babies, and then later, perhaps, they want 
them back again. We must obtain the consent of Madame 
Wride naturally, but we shall tell her that a lady wishing 
to adopt a child has selected her baby. Also, you must 
satisfy us that you are in a position to take care of the 
little one. For the? rest, such arrangements are made 
every day. And we would prefer infinitely, you under- 
stand, that Madame Wride should not know your name. 
Undoubtedly she will infer that it is a Frenchwoman and 
not a compatriot who wishes to adopt the child." 

Crystal's consent to the arrangement came by return 
of post. One may guess, perhaps, that the placing of 
Dick's son in the Institution of Little Mistakes had caused 
the actress qualms of conscience. Now, apparently, he 
was to be brought up as a gentleman; for the Mother 
Superior, ravished (as she expressed herself) by Dorothy's 
face and French accent, had spoken enthusiastically of tiie 
little one's amazing good fortune. 

Susan listened agape with consternation to this, and 
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much more. It was quite obvious that Dorothy still be- 
lieved in Dick's return. 

"But if he don't come back, Miss Dorothy ?" 

"Then this is all that I shall have left of the man I 
love." 

So speaking, she kissed the child. 

"You'll write to her ladyship?" muttered Susan. 

"Not yet" 

"Well, what's done is done," said Susan desperately. 
"But to stop evil tongues, I'm willing you should tell 'em 
that it belongs to — me." 

"Oh, Susan!" 

Dorothy began to laugh; the baby crowed joyously. 

"You can call it my grandchild," Susan said with 
dignity. "These Frenchies can think what they like of 
me." 

Accordingly, not even to Moira Curragh was mention 
made of this baby, who throve apace from the beginning. 
Never was seen a handsomer boy. He had come into 
the world by a by-path; a king's son, upon the king's 
highway, could not have been healthier or happier than 
this obscure creature. He was baptised George, after 
Dorothy's father. His birth was duly recorded at Saint- 
Malo, the crude fact hastily written down and forgotten 
as soon as written. The parson who baptised him, the 
doctor who registered his birth — both busy, overworked 
men — forgot his existence long before he was short- 
coated. 

It is significant that from the first the baby adored 
Dorothy. In her arms, he lay quiet; when in others, he 
howled lustily. He crowed always at sight of her, and 
reached out white dimpled fists. 
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If she struggled against this never-ending wooing, this 
subtle enticement, nobody but herself was aware of that 
struggle. Dorothy began to tell herself that baby was all 
Dick, that from top to toe he was his father's son. The 
child clawed at her bosom and at her heart-strings. With 
divine audacity he demanded love — love unstinted; and 
the inordinate demand created the supply. And Dorothy 
was no niggard. When she gave love or friendship she 
never measured it 

"I love you," she whispered in the tiny pink ear. "I 
love you to distraction." 

Solomon gave Susan to understand that his nose was 
out of joint. One day he found a filmy veil beside an 
empty perambulator. He tore it viciously to pieces! 

This happened three months later, when spring was 
abroad in Brittany. No word had come from Dick. Each 
day, as the postman swung into sight, carrying his stout 
leather bag, Dorothy would feel a lump in her throat, a 
weakening of the knees, a quiver of excitement. Then, 
after a decent interval, Susan Judkins would appear, with 
a careless, "Any news this morning. Miss Dorothy?" Dorothy 
would shake her head, and Susan would retiun to her 
work with a tightening of her thin lips and the moumfril 
expression of the confirmed pessimist. 

Three more months passed; then a bolt fell. Richard 
Gasgoyne had perished. A white man staggered into 
Sierra Leone to die. Before he died he described an 
attack upon the expedition, the massacre of his com- 
panions, and his own escape and subsequent suflferings. 
There were a few lines in the papers: short obituary 
notices of a young man of brilliant promise. A famous 
soldier expressed his profound regret; the greatest editor 
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in the world observed ex cathedra that such men as 
Gasgo)nie were scarce. 

Dorothy collapsed utterly. God had been too cruel! 
Susan, looking very sour, scowled at all the world, 
especially the baby. Why had Gasgoyne and his mis- 
begotten brat spoiled her young mistress's life? She 
asked herself this question a score of times, and then put 
another — a poser — to Dorothy. 

"What are you going to do now, Miss Dorothy?" 

Poor Dorothy, haggard from loss of sleep, perplexed, 
miserable in mind and body, answered irritably: 

"Of course I shall bring the child up as my own." 

To this Susan replied with one word: 

"Lor*!" 

The faithful creature had the wit and kindness to 
perceive that, in Dorothy's present mood, expostulation, 
however discreetly worded, would be the furtiier lacera- 
tion of surfaces dready cruelly abraded. So, for the mo- 
ment, she held her tongue. Some five days later Moira 
Curragh rushed down from Paris. Her astonishment and 
exasperation when she heard the truth from beginning to 
end may be imagined. 

"Doll, you are crazy. Do you know what the world 
will say?" 

"Why should I care what the world says?" 

"They vdll say that this is your child; that Dick Gas- 
goyne — oh, my dear, you must let me take you in hand. 

Pm so glad I came. If I had delayed " She broke 

off abruptly, surprised by the expression forming itself upon 
her friend's face — a certain rigid determination. 

"The world, you say, Moira, will believe that Dick's 
son is mine?" 
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"Of course " 

"Then I accept the world's verdict" 

"You are quite cracked." 

"Cracked? Well in a sense I am cracked. I feel 
exactly as if I were Dick's widow. Oh, Moira, don't I 
read what is in your mind? You'd take me back to 
Paris with you, cheer me up, buy me clothes and find 
me a good fellow for a husband. It is written on your 
kind face. And in reply, I can only say, *No, thank you.* 
Yes; I am cracked," she laughed gently, as if with a 
sense of the irony of life, "and some of the love which 
makes Hfe worth living to women has leaked out of me, 
but some remains. And he loves me. He is mine, mine," 

At these words, so quickly spoken, Moira Curragh, 
whom her enemies stigmatised as a heartless butterfly, 
bent her head and burst into tears. Dorothy did the 
comforting, after all; and her eyes were quite dry. Later, 
Lady Curragh asked an important question — 

"What will you tell your poor Aimt Charlotte?" 

"You needn't pity her. Hav'n't you heard the news? 
Amy is going to marry Teddy Ipswich, who will never 
give her a moment's uneasiness." 

"It?" 

"Yes; I am asked to be bridesmaid. The letter ar- 
rived only this morning." 

"He was devoted to you once. How men chop and 
change " 

"Some men do, and many women." Slight lines 
formed themselves about her mouth and eyes. She was 
wondering whether she envied Amy, and all the girls of 
Amy's pattern who are not capable of love or hate or 
any emotion whatever other than a tepid self-satisfaction. 
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In quantity and quality , Teddy Ipswich's brains might 
compare favourably, perhaps, with a hen's, but he could 
make Amy happy. Beneath his touch and the words, 
"With all my worldly goods I thee endow," Amy would 
purr like a plump, white cat 

"You must tell your people something, Dorothy." 

"Moira, how understanding of you to know I can't 
tell them everything." 

"Yes, yes. And the pompous '/ told you so; / 
warned you, my dear Dorothy.' But still, something " 

"Half the truth — eh? I can write that I shall never 
marry, that I have adopted a child, that I propose to 
call myself *Mrs.' I must expect red-hot letters, but 
they will cool crossing the Channel. It is so comforting 
to remember that both unde and aunt are the worst 
sailors in the world." 

Lady Curragh protested eloquently for nearly half an 
hour. At the end, she said, with exasperation: 

"This is suttee. I wonder you are not in weeds." 

Dorothy was in white, unrelieved by any colour. 

"I wear white, not black," said Dorothy. "I look a 
fright in black." 

"Oh!" murmured her friend, reflecting that the case 
was far from hopeless. 

"Baby detests black." 

"You wear white on his account" 

"Moira, let us talk of him; it will do me good. He 
is such a darling; and both Solomon and poor old Susan 
hate him." 

Lady Curragh had a boy of her own, and was quite 
willing to talk baby-talk. Presently, Susan brought the 
child to the salon, and Moira Curragh, exclaiming, "'Pon 
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my word, I never saw such a baby, never!** was repaid 
for a long, and dusty railway journey by the first radiant 
smile she had seen upon her friend's face. 

"Isn't he? And now he is all mine." 

Next day, Lady Curragh returned to Paris. As the 
train bore her through the pleasant orchards of France, 
she had time to reflect dispassionately upon what 
Dorothy was doing. At parting, after kissing her friend, 
she had whispered: "I have told you before that you are 
a heavenly fool." Dorothy had smiled, and in her smile 
lay wisdom, not folly, as if she alone of all the world 
knew that she had done well. Moira had to admit that 
this particular fool was living in a paradise. From the 
windows of her carriage Moira could see a landscape of 
delicate shades of colour which in combination produced 
a suffused neutral tint If there was no "wild freshness 
of morning" (Moira was too true an Irishwoman not to 
set an extravagant value upon vivid colour and dashing 
action), one could not deny or ignore the sweet restfiil- 
ness of afternoon, herald of "evening's best light." 
Dorothy loved her garden, her books, her piano, and her 
son, Moira had these blessings also, and many others: 
notably, a husband who adored her, and an ever-increas- 
ing circle of friends, whose friendliness, while undeniably 
flattering, became at times importunate. She told her- 
self that she loved her boy devotedly, but she saw very 
little of him. 

Nevertheless, dominating these reflections, rose the 
conviction that Dorothy, of all the women she knew, was 
best equipped to be a happy wife and mother. It was 
intolerable to think of her wearing the willow for ever 
and ever. It was equally intolerable, perhaps more so, 
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to conceive of her as a shunned creature, one with a 
possibly abominable secret, one to be "cut" by society, 
disregarded if not disavowed by her high and mighty re- 
lations, unworthy, for instance, to assist at the wedding 
of Amy and "It." Moira clenched her fists and set her 
teeth. In spirit she was groaning out, "Oh, Doll, Doll, 
you are a fool, and that is why I love you so!" 

Then, to distract her mind, she wondered what her 
exact feeling would have been had Dorothy been about 
to marry "It," with his many acres, his famous diamonds, 
his house full of Romneys and Gainsboroughs. "It" had 
offered his possessions to Doroliiy, not once, but half a 
dozen times. If she had accepted them, would her life, 
presumably, have been happier? To this question Lady 
Curragh could find no answer in a very tired and 
muddled head. 
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CHAPTER VI. 
CHAMPFLEURY. 

WiTMN a month, Dorothy moved to Champfleury, a 
pretty village not far from Vouvray, and situated high 
upon the right bank of the Loire. Here she found a small 
furnished house standing in a pretty garden, which she 
took on a three years' lease in the name of Madame 
Armine. The reasons which constrained her to borrow a 
name are fairly obvious, but they were fortified by the 
Helmingham letters which streamed across the Channel 
for a fortnight, and then stopped suddenly. Sir Augustus 
exacted entire frankness, but quite wrecked any diance 
of obtaining it by the wording of his penultimate sen- 
tence: "I shall endeavour to bear any revelation, however 
shocking it may be, with patience and fortitude. I re- 
member your upbringing, which was undisciplined and 
harum-scarum, but I insist upon the truth." 

Aunt Charlotte wrote in a kinder vein: 

"My poor unhappy child, — 

"What am I to think? Your letter has distressed us 
terribly. Your dear uncle— whose strength makes him 
so nobly forbearing with the infirmities of weakness — has 
been indeed a tower to me. We can guess what has hap- 
pened. And only the other day we met the Pilkington- 
Brownes and, much against her will, for she's a good 
Christian woman, she told us of meeting you at Dinan 
and what went on there. Oh, my child, I was wretched 
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when your mother died, and now, how thankful am I 
that she was spared this I But do not harden your heart 
against us! We will hush things up; for the present you 
are wise to keep out of England. K I were not distracted 
with Amy's wedding, I should cross to you. The dear 
Duke of Angha is our guest — he is Edward's godfather 
— but nothing has given me any pleasure since your letter 
came. You have pledged us to secrecy — was that ne- 
cessary? — but I should like to speak to the dear vicar, 
may I? Augustus says I am blameless, but I cannot for- 
get that I sent that terrible invitation. If it had only 
gone to Chelsea Barracks! I implore you to open your 
heart to 

"Your miserable Aunt, 

"Charlotte Helmingham." 

Amy, that virgin page, wrote in semi-ignorance of 
what had taken place. She was aware that Dorothy had 
distressed her parents to such an extent as to interfere 
with her approaching marriage, and even to tarnish 
slightly its gilded splendours. Let us not blame our Amy 
because she displayed curiosity and petulance. 

"What have you been up to, my dearest DoUie? 
Father and mother are so cross, and, really, it's rather 
hard on me and Teddy. Father told me, or, rather, I 
wheedled it out of him, that you had adopted a baby!!! 
I never heard of anything so utterly amazing. Is it a 
French baby? For some absurd reason I have been 
ordered not to tell Teddy, from whom I have no secrets. 
I am afraid you have done something very naughty! I 
do wish you would write me everything. I am now quite 
as good as a married woman. You were horrid to refuse 
to be my bridesmaid, but if you had arrived with a baby 
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— really, it is too extraordinary. What does it call you? 
Or is it too wee to speak? Did you buy it? Or find it? 
I can remember you saying to me years ago, when we 
were quite tots, that you would like to have a real baby, 
although you hated dolls. I had more sense than you, 
because I said I liked the dolls best One could always 
put them away in a drawer when one was tired of play- 
ing with them. Darling Teddy has given me the loveliest 
rope of pearls." 

When Dorothy received these letters her first impulse 
was to cross the Channel and to confront her uncle with 
the baby's birth certificate. Doubtless a wiser, a more 
worldly young woman, would have done so instantly. The 
temptation to clear herself of a shameful imputation was 
strong: but her love for the child, her love for the child's 
father, were stronger. She realised clearly enough that 
all the truth must be told, and, in fancy, she could hear 
the pompous, carefully articulated accents of Sir Augustus : 
"My dear Dorothy, de mortuis nil nisi donum. You are 
Latinist enough to understand the quotation; but the story 
you have told me only fortifies me in my own good judg- 
ment in having shown an unfortunate, and, permit me to 
add, unprincipled young man the door!" With that he 
would purse a slightly swollen imderlip, and refuse to 
continue the conversation. Aunt Charlotte, good, kind 
soul, would renew those offers of kinship and affection 
which Dorothy had found such difficulty before in declin- 
ing. Lastly, the adopted child of a spinster would excite 
endless gossip. A shadow would envelop him from the 
beginning, a stain would discolour his innocent blue eyes. 
When he was old enough to think intelligently, he would 
ask for details about the mother who had abandoned 
him. 
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Let US admit, then, that a foohsh, an indiscreet, a 
short-sighted determination was reached by Dorothy. Let 
us admit, also, that she was furious wilii her relations 
because — as Moira Curragh had predicted — they placed 
the worst construction possible upon her explanations. 
And she was too young and too sore at that moment to 
forgive them, or to try to look at her act with their blink- 
ing eyes. She replied coldly that she had nothing to add 
to her first letter. Anything would have served her better 
than this cold, dignified refiisal to exculpate herself firom 
an abominable accusation. ''Do not let me hear that 
abandoned creature's name!" commanded Sir Augustus, 
in the fiill sonorous voice with which he read family 
prayers. "She is no longer my niece." 

Lady Helmingham wrote again, thereby softening 
Dorothy's resentment, but confirming her resolution to 
hold her tongue. Aunt Charlotte, well-meaning, muddled, 
always dependent upon others, would abide by her hus- 
band's judgment in this as in ever3rthing else. 

Because uncle and aunt reflected faithfiilly the opinions 
and judgments of the world in which she had lived hitherto, 
Dorothy determined to drop out of it altogether. She 
sold the lease of the house in Oakley Street, and the 
furniture Dick and she had bought togeliier, which she 
felt she could not bear to see again. But she sent for 
her father's prints and engravings. Then came the adop- 
tion of a new name. Armine pleased her. She shrank 
from giving another woman's son her own name. His 
father's did not belong to him. 

And so it came to pass that Dorothy dropped out of 
one circle of acquaintance into another, who, with GalHc 
politeness, accepted her as a young English widow with a 
beautifiil baby and independent means. Some tongues 
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wagged, but Susan Judkins looked so aggressively re- 
spectable, and Dorothy herself met suspicious glances 
with an air so candid, a bearing so assured and dignified, 
that the world of Champfleury became unanimous in 
agreeing that Madame Armine was good as she was charm- 
ing — "tris, iris bien, avec un b/b/ comme un angel" 

Long before this the masterpiece could say "Mum" 
and "Min." He called Dorothy "Mum," possibly an imi- 
tation of Susan's "M'm," always uttered with a defiant 
emphasis. It is certain that "Mum" was the first articulate 
word the Wonder uttered, and Dorothy, whom we know 
to be truthful, swore that he said it looking into her eyes 
and smiling. Later, he christened himself "Min" — ^pre- 
sumably an abbreviation of Armine. 

Susan appointed herself head nurse. "I shall do my 
duty," she told Dorothy, "but the child can't expect me 
to love it, miss — I mean, ma'am." 

"But he will," said Dorothy; "and in your hard old 
heart you do love him." 

"If I was not a Christian woman, I should curse it," 
Susan had replied. It will be noticed that she refused 
the infant the small compliment of sex. 

"You are a pagan, but Min will convert you." 

"Not it," retorted the ancient handmaid. 

When Min was two years old, he fell ill. Susan Jud- 
kins assumed a face of stone. "God knows what's best,'* 
she said to herself, but she meant that she knew also, 
and that death would cut knots. But she had not steeled 
herself against the piteous sight of a child's sufferings, 
nor had she imderstood what he had become to her mis- 
tress. Min grew steadily worse. Finally there came an 
awful moment, when a consulting surgeon advised an 
operation. 
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"Not on him,'* said Susan, shuddering: "not on such 
a tiny mite." 

"Nothing else can save him," said Dorothy. "Oh, 
Susan, you don't — you don't wish that he would die, do 
you?" 

"Miss Dorothy, I do not deny that I have thought 
that would be a way out of the wood." 

"God forgive you, Susan, when you know what he is 
to me!" 

Susan bustled away, red of face, but she wiped her 
eyes with her apron more than once when she found her- 
self alone. 

Dorothy sat down in the pretty salon, gay with flowers 
and chintz, listening to the whispers of the two doctors 
in consultation over Min's tormented little body. Solomon 
thrust a cold nose into her hand. 

"And you don't want him to live either," she ex- 
claimed. 

Solomon caught her eye and held it. His clear, moss- 
agate-coloured orbs shone with pity and sympathy. As 
plainly as a tyke can put it, he was expressing his regret 
and promising amendment Then he wagged his short 
tail hopefully. Dorothy took his head between her 
hands. 

"Do you think Min will get well?" she asked. 

Solomon considered a moment; then he tore his head 
out of Dorothy's hands, and, very deliberately, lay upon 
his back — a pose known as dying for his queen. He 
would always lie like this, quite immovable, till Dorothy 
said: "Live and eat!" Now, without any word, he lay 
perfectly still, and then jumped to his feet and tore round 
the room like one possessed. But he never barked. It 
was uncanny to see him. 

Her Son, 7 
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"I believe he does know," said Dorothy. 

But an awful twenty-four hours followed, so poignant 
in its anxiety and misery that Dorothy never seemed quite 
the same again. The look of the nyrtiph, which the actor 
had noted when he passed her upon Albert Bridge upon 
the day of the storm, vanished for ever while Min fought 
for his life, and she stood by, unable to do anything except 
hope and pray. 

Towards the end of this terrible period, the doctor, a 
kind clever fellow, who had children of his own, insisted 
upon her taking a mouthful of food and fresh air. 

"Madame," he said gravely, "you will want all your 
strength to nurse him." 

Dorothy thanked him, and left the room. Her hands 
were closed, as if she were holding on tight to the morsel 
of hope in the doctor's voice. Outside the bedroom door, 
she discovered Susan, not only red-faced, but red-eyed. 

"Susan!" 

Susan spoke very hurriedly, with a choked, hardly 
articulate utterance. 

"If it cost me my place, I was going to get you out 
of that I know why you've not let me go near him. 
You don't trust me, because of what I said. I dessay 
you thought I'd forget to give him his medicine, quite 
accidentally on purpose." 

"Susan, you're crazy." 

"No, I ain't, but I have been. Yes, crazy and wicked. 
When you said, 'God forgive you, Susan, yesterday,' it 
come upon me suddenlike that you meant me to under- 
stand that God, in His mercy, might forgive such a 
mis'able sinner, but that you wouldn't, not if it was never 
so. Now, I've been on my knees askin' Him to take me 
and leave you Min. Yes, I have, and I mean it. I'm 
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a hateful old woman, and you'll never forgive me, 



never." 



"Susan!" 

"Oh, Miss Dorothy " 

They fell into each other's arms, but even at this 
moment Susan's commonsense routed her sentiment She 
released herself quickly, and said, quite in her old 
authoritative manner, "It's not salt tears you want, but a 
glass of wine, and a bit of chicken." 

"I beheve you love Min, Susan." 

"Of course I do, but I wouldn't allow it. I wanted 
to hate the blessed lamb more than I ever wanted any- 
thing in my life. Now, you come along with me." 

That night Min took a turn for the better. The 
operation was pronoimced entirely successful. And within 
ten days, the little fellow looked as if nothing had hap- 
pened; but upon his body and upon the hearts of two 
women were scars. 

. * . • * 

After this incident, life at Champfleury flowed on as 
placidly as the great river below Dorothy's cottage. It 
would be optimism to state that Dorothy was happy, but 
we have her own testimony that she was not unhappy. 
And there were wonderful moments, when she forgot 
everything except the ravishing fact that a child loved 
her. Most headthy women have the maternal instmct 
strongly developed, but as often as not it is as strongly 
repressed, or perhaps diverted into other channels. With 
Dorothy this instinct seemed to blow, to bloom, to expand, 
day by day, nourished by what it fed on. Philosopher 
enough to put from her the past, she sunned herself in 
the present, with an occasional jaunt into the future. She 
sent for .Herbert Spencer's book on Education, Let us 
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whisper that she pinched a bit, so as to provide a fiind 
for private and public school expenses. But her ex- 
cursions into the future carried her no further than, let 
us say, Winchester, where E.ichard Gasgoyne had been 
educated. Of her own life, apart from Min*s, she refused 
to think lucidly, or, indeed, to evoke any image whatever. 
Some women are extremely clever at adaptations; in a 
round hole they grow round, in a square hole they develop 
right angles. Dorothy told herself that she was a 
chameleon, because she assumed the colour, the soft grey 
neutral tints, of the house and place wherein the hours 
drifted by so pleasantly and placidly. 

One gets further insight into her character and tem- 
perament, when one realises that she held fast to the 
conviction that Min, since he had survived a dangerous 
operation, would live to do all that his sire would have 
done had he not been slain in Africa. Min was going to 
be a great man. 

It is not to be denied that the circle in which she 
lived grew smaller. For instance, partly from motives of 
economy, partly from lack of interest in distant happen- 
ings, partly, also, because the mere mention of certain 
familiar names and places provoked pangs, she gave up 
her English newspaper: perhaps the most fatal mistake of 
any she had made. No letters came from England 
ei^er; and Moira Curragh, whose husband had been 
made governor of a distant colony, wrote but seldom, be- 
cause Dorothy took an unconscionable time in answering 
letters. Here, again, we get a glimpse of a castaway 
turning aching eyes from the element which has witnessed 
disaster. Dorothy could not think of Moira without seeing 
Dick. 
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Six months afterwards the unforeseen occurred. It 
chanced that an English spinster had come to Champileury 
to pass the winter and to improve — so she told Dorothy 
— her French accent Dorothy was drawn to her; per- 
ceiving much that was beautiful beneath an uncom- 
promisingly plain exterior. The spinster's name was Mire- 
house. Two or three persons called her Adelaide. Mire- 
house phre had been a well-to-do merchant, ruined in his 
old age by centralisation. A vast emporium had estabUshed 
itself in the provincial town in which Mr. Mirehouse had 
laboured long and valiantly. The cockle-shell tried to 
compete against the line-of-battleship, and, of course, 
foundered. Had Mr. Mirehouse retired with his savings, 
all would have been well, but with British obstinacy he 
refused to move till his last penny was spent; then he 
retreated suddenly to the cemetery. His two daughters, 
neither of them young nor strong, had to begin life again 
as governesses. After a decade of middle-class teaching, 
the younger sister, Laura, married her employer, a 
widower of sixty, with a large family, a chronic dyspepsia, 
and a nice snug business, which Miss Mirehouse 
euphemistically described as the meat trade. Laura's 
husband was indeed a butcher — a pork-butcher, if the 
whole truth must be told. 

"How she could marry him," sighed Miss Mirehouse. 
"But she has, and in consequence I have felt myself 
justified in spending a certain portion of my savings. I 
am about to reculer pour mieux sauter/' she blushed 
faintly. "You know what I mean, dear Mrs. Armine. If 
I perfect my French accent, I can demand a higher 
salary. The French here is very pure, I have been 
told." 

"Yes," said Dorothy. 
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"And everything else is so good and so cheap." 

After this Miss Mirehouse was in and out of Dorothy's 
cottage at least once a day. She asked no questions, 
evinced no curiosity whatever, and adored Min. Solomon 
treated her with distinguished consideration. 

In return for such small courtesies as occasional meals, 
the loan of books, a nosegay or two, Miss Mirehouse was 
punctilious in bringing to Dorothy The Illustrated London 
News, despatched regularly from the house of the pork- 
butcher, after he and his wife had — as Miss Mirehouse 
put it — "perused it" 

"My sister Laura has begged my acceptance of other 
things — we are about the same size — ^but I could not 
justify myself in accepting more than this. Pray keep it 
as long as you like." 

"Thank you very much," said Dorothy. 

One never-to-be-forgotten day. Miss Mirehouse arrived 
with the paper in her cotton-gloved hand. As she handed 
it to Dorothy, with the usual "Pray keep it as long as it 
suits your convenience," she added, "It is more than 
usually interesting this week. There is a long review, 
and some interesting pen-and-ink sketches of Mr. Gas- 
goyne's book." 

" Mr. — Gasgoyne " 

Afterwards, she wondered that she had been able to 
speak; but, although the name struck her with violence, 
her quick wits apprehended instantly that Miss Mirehouse 
must be speaking of the other Gasgoyne — the Cold- 
streamer. 

"Mr. Richard Gasgoyne, you know." 

Dorothy hesitated a second, then, quite easily, she 
said: "Dear Miss Mirehouse, I am ashamed to say I do 
not know. What has Mr. Gasgoyne done?" 
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Happily, the spinster's modesty averted the catastrophe 
which impended. 

"You will read it all there," she said, indicating the 
paper. "How is darling Min this morning?" 

"He is with Susan Judkins," Dorothy replied ab- 
sently. "In the next room, if you would like to see him." 

"If I may " 

As soon as she had gone, Dorothy opened the paper. 
Her fingers trembled slightly, because nobody of the 
name of Gasgoyne could be indifferent to her; perhaps 
instinct warned her of what she was about to find. 

Five minutes later, Miss Mirehouse, returning from the 
nursery, uttered a shrill cry. Dorothy was l)dng back in 
her armchair — senseless. The paper, unnoticed in the 
general excitement, lay upon the floor. 

When she recovered consciousness, she was lying on 
her bed, and Susan was bending over her, holding up a 
warning finger. 

"You keep quiet, Miss Dorothy. You've just fainted, 
that's all. It must ha' been the smell o' onions in that 
raggoo. Miss Mirehouse noticed it She's with Master 
Min outside." 

"Get me The Illustrated London News/' 

"Lor*!" 

"At once, please. It's on the floor in the salon." 

When the faithful Susan returned, Dorothy was walk- 
ing up and down, her eyes sparkling, her cheeks ablaze. 

"Mercy me! What's happened?" 

"Susan, he's not dead. Do you understand? Mr. 
Gasgoyne is alive — alive!" 

"God preserve us!" 

"He has preserved him. Oh, Susan, give me the 
paper quick. I must read it to you. He's alive. Oh, 
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Susan, Susan!" She knelt down. "Let us return thanks 
together for God's mercy." 

The old woman and the young knelt side by side in. 
solemn silence. 

A slight attack of hysteria, laughing and weeping, 
followed, treated drastically by Susan. 

"Miss Dorothy, you stop it. If you don't be'ave I'll 
— I'll slap Master Min; yes, I will. That'll bring you to 
your senses. If you go on like this, Mr. Gasgoyne'U find 
you in your coffin, and what would he say to me then, 
I'd like to know?" 

But has joy ever been known to kill a young and 
strong woman? Dorothy stopped crying, although she 
laughed at intervals, a laugh that warmed chilled fibres 
in Susan's heart. 

Gasg03nie, it seems, had been captured and held a 
prisoner by the savage tribe which had attacked and 
massacred the expeditionary force. The review went on to 
describe Gasg03aie's thrilling escape, his adventures, the 
knowledge of the coimtry he had gleaned, and so forth. 
At the end Susan said suddenly: 

"Lor*, Miss Dorothy, if we'd kept on with The Mom- 
ing Post we'd ha' known all this six months ago." 

Dorothy gasped. 

"So we should." 

But — so she reflected — Gasgoyne might not have re- 
turned to England immediately. Her speculations were 
interrupted by Susan, who had been glancing through the 
paper. 

"Here's his photograph, Miss Dorothy." 

"Shush-h-h! You must remember to call me 
* Ma'am.'" 

"Not when we're alone, not now/' said Susan, with 
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decision. '^Fore young gentleman, he has had a rough 
time of it! Skin and bone!" 

Dorothy gazed at a much-shrunken Dick. The pho- 
tograph, she noticed, had been taken in Africa. Under 
the heading ''Our Illustrations," she found the following 
paragraph: 

''Mr. Richard Gasgoyne, whose now famous book is 
reviewed at length in these columns, has settled per- 
manently in London. We are glad to be able to state 
authoritatively that he has recovered his health." 

Dorothy read this aloud, then she said, with decision: 
"I shall go to London at once." 

"And me and Master Min?" 

Dorothy considered. The month was February. 

"You and Min must stay here. I shall come back as 
soon as I have seen him." 

"He'll bring you back," amended Susan. 

"Perhaps," Dorothy blushed. 

A minute later, she was explaining to Miss Mire- 
house that business of importance was taking her from 
Champfleury. Of her fainting fit she said nothing, and 
the discreet spinster asked no questions. 

"I shall come to see the litde darling every day." 

"Thank you, thank you," said Dorothy. Her face 
looked so radiant that Miss Mirehouse ventured upon a 
compliment. 

"My dear, your business must be of a pleasant nature. 
You are positively beaming." 

"Am I?" said Dorothy. Then the desire to acknow- 
ledge her great happiness overwhelmed her. 

"When I return I shall have something to tell you; 
yes, I am happy. God has been very good to me." 

Miss Mirehouse tried — and quite successfully — to hide 
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her curiosity. When she came to Champfleury someone 
had told her that Dorothy was a widow. Later, Susaa 
Judkins, in answer to a question delicately put by the 
little spinster, had said, "Yes, his father's dead." Seeing 
the radiance in Dorothy's eyes. Miss Mirehouse leaped to 
the conclusion that Min was about to be presented with 
a stepfather. A jealous pang pierced the heart of this 
insignificant, dowdy, middle-aged woman, who had in- 
spired nothing much stronger than the lukewarm affec- 
tion of a few pupils. Why should Dorothy have so much 
— youth, health, ample means, an angel of a child, and 
two husbands? Poor Miss Mirehouse gazed ruefully at 
her carefully darned cotton gloves, at her stout service- 
able skirt, at her elastic-side boots. Then she told her- 
self primly that she could not approve of a second mar- 
riage. 

..... 

The Channel crossing contrasted curiously with the 
same journey undertaken three years before. The do- 
minant note then, ringing piteously in Dorothy's ears, 
had been the knell of the year, whidi had given and had 
taken away so much. The presentiment, too, that Crystal 
was dpng, that she might arrive to find her dead, had 
lain heavy upon her. And over land and sea hung 
wracks of doud, torn and twisted by the wind into 
monstrous shapes of darkness. 

Now, in the early February, the skies were clear, and 
upon all things lay the magical touch of spring. The 
air was sparklingly fresh and bracing. Hoarfrost had 
silvered the trees and the grasses in the fields, but when 
the sun rose a delicious warmth pervaded the air. The 
joyous notes of the blackbird echoed in every coppice; 
the fluting of the robin singing to his mate could be 
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heard; the male chaffinches, no longer banded together, 
were busy a-courting; from wattled folds came the feeble, 
piteous bleat of newly bom lambs. Moreover, Dorothy 
was peculiarly sensible of the charm of her own country, 
of its gripping fascination after absence, of its power to 
evoke half-forgotten facts and fancies of long ago, and to 
present them not exactly as they were, but as they might 
have been under the happiest circumstances. Most of 
us are aware of this glamour when we revisit old haunts, 
and if we are wise we make no effort to dispel it, but 
rather welcome it. Time has rubbed down some rough 
edges, hard stones have been covered with soft mosses 
and lichens, the red bricks are mellower in tint; every- 
thing is different — and we know it — but we say that it is 
exactly the same. 

During this journey, Dorothy had time to answer 
several difficult questions. Why had Dick not attempted 
to conmiunicate with her? The paper spoke of illness; 
he might have staggered back a wreck, broken in mind 
and body. But the Press which he had served faithfully 
must have proclaimed his resurrection from the dead. 
The Helminghams — in particular the chief of the house 
— allowed no jot or tittle of news to escape them. It was 
cruel of them not to have written, unless — Dorothy felt 
herself to be . blushing furiously, afire with indignation, 
with helpless resentment. The Helminghams, of course, 
were the last people in the world to speak, when silence, 
according to their inviolable rules, might be conscientiously 
deemed more appropriate. Aunt Charlotte, who was not 
a Helmingham, might have bleated faintly, "Oh, Augustus, 
I must let Dorothy know," and Sir Augustus would have 
answered in his Mr. Dombey manner, "My dear Charlotte, 
I am surprised at you. You propose to compound a 
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moral felony, to be a party to a shocking misdemeanour/* 
and so forth. And if Dick had called upon her august 
relatives, she was sure that the flunkies had slammed a 
nicely varnished door in his face. If he had gone to 
Vauxhall Bridge Road, he would learn nothing; if he 
went to Oakley Street, ignorance would answer the bell. 
Moira Curragh was somewhere in New Zealand. 

No> deliberately she had cut herself oflF from Dick 
because she had made certain that he was dead. 

When she reached London, she whispered to herself 
that she was in the same city with Dick, that in a few 
minutes she would know his address, that in less than 
half an hour she might be in his arms. She drove to a 
hotel, where she left her luggage, and then went on in 
the same cab to Dick's publishers, who, of course, would 
know Dick's address. But, to her surprise, a civil clerk 
hemmed and hawed a semi-refusal. A note would be 
duly forwarded, or a telegram. Dorothy, who had for- 
gotten to give her name, said excitedly, "I don't think 
you quite understand; I have only just learnt that Mr. 
Gasg03aie is alive; I have mourned him as dead. I have 
travelled from Touraine to siee him. Surely you don't 
refuse me his address.'* 

At this the clerk, who was human, said amiably: 

"I will speak to the head of the firm. Your name, 
madam, if you please?" 

Dorothy hesitated, but only for a moment 

"Miss Fairfax: Miss Dorothy Fairfax." 

"Thank you." 

Half a minute later he came back, accompanied by 
a tall, thin, kindly-faced man. 

"Miss Fairfax, will you come into my room?" 

"Certainly," said Dorothy. She was wondering what 
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was the matter with the head of the firm. Did he suflfer 
from a slight form of St Vitus's dance, or was it an in- 
cipient palsy? He seemed to be much afflicted with 
some unfamiliar nervous affection. Dorothy followed ^ m 
into a square, cosy room lined with books, in the centre 
of which stood an enormous desk, littered with papers, 
letters, and manuscripts. There was a smell of musty 
leather coming from a row of quartos on the bookshelf 
nearest to Dorothy's chair. That faint, decaying odour 
came back to her a thousand times. 

"So you are Miss Fairfax?" His voice quavered oddly. 

"Yes." 

"You — pardon me, for I must seem indiscreet, but 
you will foigive me. You — you were engaged to Mr. 
Gasgoyne, before he went to Africa?" 

"Yes," said Dorothy gravely. "I was engaged to him." 

"And the engagement was broken off." 

"It was indefinitely postponed." 

The publisher, who was not only at the head of his 
own business, but a personage in the social world, picked 
up a pencil and began to make a series of dots upon a 
scribbling pad. His partner and his wife were aware of 
this habit, which indicated indecision and anxiety. 

"My clerk tells me that you have only just heard of 
Mr. Gasgoyne's return to life and England." 

"The day before yesterday." 

"And you know nothing more?" 

"He is not ill?" 

"He is perfectly well." 

"You have something to tell me; what is it? I am 
sure you are kind; you wish to spare me some sudden 
shock — some — oh, what is it? I know nothing, except 
that he has written a book." 
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"Just so; a very successful book. The third edition 
comes out to-morrow. I have a copy here." He picked 
up a large, attractively bound volume, which he held to^ 
wards Dorothy. As she took it, she saw that the man's 
eyes wandered uneasily from hers. He could not face 
the startled interrogation of her glance. Abruptly he rose 
from his chair and walked to the window; when he re- 
turned he had recovered his self-control. Dorothy, hold- 
ing the book in her hands, stared helplessly at him. 

"Mr. Gasgoyne has gone abroad for a fortnight." 

"Abroad?" 

Instantly Dorothy smiled, divining the truth; interpret- 
ing the man's awkward manner, his hesitation, his evasions. 
Dick and she had crossed each other. He was on his 
way to her, and this publisher, evidently a friend also, 
knew it Dick had discovered her address. That was 
like him. He had hunted for her. She put her thoughts 
into quick words: 

"He has been looking for me?" 

"Yes." 

The publisher pointed at the book in Dorothj^s hand, 
as he continued in the same quiet, even voice: "If you 
will look at the dedication, you will understand why I 
asked you to give me this interview." 

He turned abruptly and walked to the window. 

Dorothy opened the book. Upon the dedicatory page 
were inscribed three words — to my wife. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
EVISCERATION. 

Dorothy could never remember with any definiteness 
how she escaped from Gasgoyne's publisher, but outwardly 
she behaved with coolness and self-possession. Her most 
vivid memory of what followed was that of pledging the 
publisher to secrecy and then finding herself in Piccadilly, 
clutching Dick's book, dedicated to Dick's wife. She 
preserved a dim recollection of laughing aloud and meet- 
ing the amazed and amused glance of a foot-passenger, 
a very correctly attired youth, on his way to his club. 
After that, although she was able to control herself, she 
had a feeling that others must know what had come to 
pass, that her story was written in indelible ink upon her 
face. The porter at the hotel seemed to stare, the 
chambermaid, who answered the bell, conveyed by her 
manner that she knew everything, that she could divine 
subtleties of the feminine mind which as yet Dorothy her- 
self had hardly had time to apprehend or even to per- 
ceive. The girl looked as if she also were torn in two 
by misery; her eyes, positively, were wet; she might have 
been crydng outside the door. 

"Have you lost a — relation?" 

"A relation? I could spare one or two of them! 
I've lost my young man, miss." 

The young man, it appeared, had abandoned her for 
a "shoppie," a minx who tried to ape real ladies, and; 
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with the help of pinchbeck jewellery and a new hat, had 
succeeded in alluring Jack from the side of an honest 
and faithful Jill. 

"He'll come back to you," said Dorothy. 

"Not 'im, miss. He went off in a huff like; and he 
won't come back. I know he won't. They never do. If 
I'd held on to 'im tighter " 

Dorothy tried to comfort her, but very unsuccessfully. 
After the girl had left the room, she marshalled her own 
thoughts, faced the facts, speculated miserably upon what 

might have been. If she had held on tighter 1 If 

she had continued her subscription to an English news- 
paper ! Who has not writhed under the torture of 

reahsing how insignificant an incident may mar our lives, 
until the higher wisdom teaches that nothing is insig- 
nificant, except perhaps our own sickly and languishing 
efforts to rebel against Omnipotence. 

Dorothy remained in her own room, and ate with dif- 
ficulty one poached egg. A man, she reflected idly, would 
probably have heartened himself up with the best food 
and drink he could afford. In aftliction, is weak tea a 
better substitute than champagne? Dorothy's tea was 
very weak, and she lacked the energy to order a stronger 
brew. 

She passed a wretched night Twice she essayed to 
read Gasgoyne's book; but it was so individual, so per- 
sonal, so saturated throughout with his own particular 
quips and turns of speech, that the man, so to speak, 
seemed to stand at her side. She saw him plainly, and 
he mocked her with his blue, sparkling eyes, which shone 
warmly upon another woman: his wife. 

Dorothy fell to wondering what manner of woman 
she was. She wished that she had asked the publisher 
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for details. Was she pretty? Qever? Good and kind? 
She must have great qualities, to be sure, or Dick would 
not have chosen her. Had Dick told her about Crystal? 

Next day, the necessity of speech sent her in search 
of Crystal, The only other woman in the world to whom 
she could have spoken — Moira Curragh — was in Australia, 
probably in ignorance of Dick's return to life. Dorothy 
had not answered Crystal's letter announcing her intention 
of abandoning Min, but from time to time she had heard 
of the triumphs of the actress, now regarded as a star in 
the theatrical firmament, and likely to become one of the 
first magnitude. Often she had wondered if Crystal suf- 
fered any pangs of remorse; if she had felt invisible hands 
tugging at her heart strings; if, when alone at night, she 
heard the voice of a child? Perhaps. And with the 
flight of the months, pity for Crystal bad softened re- 
vulsion. The mother-love waxed strong in Dorothy, sweeten- 
ing her thoughts and actions so pervasively and subtly, 
that its absence in the real mother came to be regarded 
as a calamity rather than a crime. Dorothy never felt 
the baby's lips upon her own without the reflection: "Poor 
Crystal, if she knew what she was missingi" 

She scanned the column of theatrical announcements, 
assured that she would find Crystal's name; for, driving 
from Waterloo Station upon the previous day, she had 
seen it in letters a yard long upon the hoardings. In the 
morning paper, however, it was not The thought followed 
that the actress might be ill. Crystal loved Dick and her 
profession. Dorothy had wondered more thai 
might be the stronger passion. News of Di< 
is true, had kindled an intensity of feeling 
the complexions of certain ladies in the stall 
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marriage might well have overwhelmed a passionate and 
ill-disciplined creature. 

After breakfast, a sorry meal of tea and toast, Dorothy 
drove to the theatre where Crystal had been playing re- 
cently. In the prettily decorated entrance hall hung large 
framed photographs of the actress. Dorothy paused to 
look at them. Certainly Crystal had changed immeasur- 
ably. Success had touched her with magic wand. She 
had acquired an indefinable air of distinction and self- 
possession. Her beautiful face, with its slightly derisive 
smile, seemed to defy the beholder to resist its power, 
a power — so Dorothy reflected — not too scrupulous in its 
triumphant manifestation. With a sigh she crossed the 
hall and asked the keeper of the box-office if Miss Wride 
was in town. 

"Miss Wride is away," he answered politely. "She is 
married." 

Afterwards, Dorothy wondered if she were incredibly 
stupid, inasmuch as this piece of news aroused merely a 
vague and incurious interest, and the sense that to Crystal 
married she could say nothing. Of a sudden, Crystal 
seemed to have been wafted far away beyond her 
horizon. 

"Thank you," said Dorothy. 

It was very early, and the business of the day had 
not yet begun. The young man in the office ventured 
on a remark. 

"Her marriage made a splash," he said; "I think she 
regards it as a tremendous *ad,' and so it is." 

"I had not heard of it." 

"You know Miss Wride?" 

"I knew her very well indeed once," 
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The young man happened to be a kind soul, and like 
most members of his profession inordinately convinced 
that anything which concerned ''stars" must be of over- 
whelming interest to all the world. He handed Dorothy 
a newspaper, neatly rolled. 

"We sent out scores of these," he said. "You will 
find everything described in detail, and pictures of her 
frocks. They made a sort of special edition of it." 

Dorothy accepted the paper, thanked the young man, 
and went back to her hansom. If her reflections had any 
particular definiteness, they took the form of indifference 
regarding Crystal's husband and Dick's wife. The odds 
were great that she knew neither. Not till she reached 
her room at the hotel did she open the paper. 

Then another great shock laid its paralysmg touch 
upon her. 

Dick Gasgoyne had married Crystal. 



The first effect of this second cruel blow was to crush 
Dorothy into a creature hardly recognisable. In her 
jealousy, her misery, her futile rage, she became as Crystal. 
She could feel her nails upon Crystal's cheeks and eyes. 
She desired intensely to injure her and Dick, and to in- 
jure each — a subtler injury — through the medium of the 
other. 

And Min was the weapon which the Fates had thrust 
into her hands. It was likely that Crystal had concealed 
Min's birth from Dick, that she had married him under 
false pretences, by fraud. And Dick loathed fraud and 
deceit When he knew the truth, he would turn in 
shuddering disgust froiQ his wife^ as he had turned from 

8* 
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her before. And before the honeymoon had waned, bride 
and groom would know of Min's existence. Min, who 
was no pitiful waif of the gutter, but a strong, masterful 
man-child. 

She had the publisher's word that Dick had hunted 
for her. How was it that he, a trained journalist, had 
failed to find her? The conviction deepened that Dick 
must have abandoned his quest too lightly. Doubtless 
he had never forgiven the postponement of their marriage 
and her determination not to write to him. Perhaps — 
this gnawed at her vitals — he had taken for granted that 
she wished to hide herself from him, and, being a proud 
man, he had withdrawn from pursuit as soon as he learned 
that she had dropped out of society within a month of 
his departure. 

But if she tried to find excuses for Dick, although ' 
hardly consciously, she knew that Crystal had behaved 
abominably: with inconceivable baseness and ingratitude. * 
Dick, in a moment of weariness and despair, with his 
physical forces at a low ebb, had been snatched. Crystal 
loved him, and love, when unscrupulous, became an ir- ^ 
resistible force. Dick had suffered himself to be re- I 
entangled with a woman whom he did not love, but to 
whom he was grateful, and to whom he wished to make j 
reparation. 

Mentally speaking, she felt herself to be eviscerated. 
Those who have suffered from overwhelming shock will 
remember this feeling of emptiness, as if the husk alone 
were left And all one can whisper to such unfortunates 
is the certainty that because everything old seems to have 
been swept away, therefore something new must replace 
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it In the world of feeling, as in the physical world, 
Nature abhors a vacuum. 

Three da3rs later, Dorothy, looking terribly pale and 
tired, was back at Champfleury. She travelled to Tou- 
raine, via Paris, calling at the Institution for Little Mis- 
takes to ask a question. Had Ciystal made any effort to 
trace or recover her child? The Mother Superior smiled 
discreetly as she answered: "No." Then she added: 
"Such inquiries are rare, madame." Dorothy took her 
leave, knowing that Crystal had married Dick under false 
pretences. Dick, she knew, would have attempted to get 
back his son. 

Min's deHght at seeing her did not soften her heart, 
nor the resolution to make use of him as a weapon. 
Then followed a talk with Susan, who said at the end 
of it: 

"I 'ad the feeling that Mr. Gasgo)me would not come 
back to you. I know something of men, ma'am — not 
much, I've not had the chances some have, but enough, 
quite enough. Whatever are you going to do?" 

Dorothy had wondered how she would answer this 
inevitable question. 

"Mr. Gasgoyne and his wife are in France, in the 
South; I have their address. Min must go to them." 

"Lor*!" said Susan. 

"I have quite made up my mind, Susan." 

Susan looked into the dazed eyes of her mistress. 
Then she said slowly: 

"You mean to leave Master Min with — her." 

Susan Judkins's pronunciation of the pronoun had, for 
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Dorothy, all the force and emphasis of a commination 
service. Dorothy's voice trembled slightly, as she an- 
swered: 

"With— hinL" 

"Well, I never !" 

"If you would speak plainly, Susan " 

"Leave Master Min with a man? What does a man 
know about the care of such a child as that? If you 
leave that blessed darling with him, she'll put it out of 
the way." 

"Please don't be ridiculous." 

Susan sniffed. 

"What would you do, Susan?" 

Susan burst into flame. 

"What would I do? Why, he's yours legally; you've 
told me that again and again; and I'd keep the blessed 
lamb I would, and not turn him over to a heartless 
cuckoo, and a man as ain't fit to look afler 'imself let 
alone a baby. Master Min's more to you than all the rest 
of the world. He's all you have. That's plain as print 
to me, though my eyes are dim. Why, you worship 
him." 

Dorothy's pale cheeks flushed. 

"The father must be told." 

"Why? A nice father he's been, to be siu-e! Master 
Min will be packed off again to the Foundling " 

"No, no." 

"You mean well, ma'am, of course. But you are a 
mere child yourself. If you'd plotted and planned to 
make Mr. Dick wild with rage and wickedness, you couldn't 
do better than take Master Min to his father." 

And again the blood rushed hotly into Dorothy's 
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cheeks. Susan, mistaking her emotion, drove home her 
arguments. 

"I never was one to say 'I told you so,' but I did 
warn you that you were making an 'ole and comer busi- 
ness of this. Now to see such goodness as yours turning 
sour ^ 

"Susan " 

"Well?'' 

Dorothy paused. She was about to confess, to lay 
bare her real motives. Then, in a moment, she realised 
what it would mean to the faithful creature with such 
hard features and so soft a heart She sighed, knowing 
that ever after Susan's admiration and respect would be 
heavy to bear. Then she said quietly: 

"You would keep him without saying a word." 

"Yes; I would, I would, I would. I'd sooner speak 
than hold my tongue any hour of the day, but there's 
times and seasons to be quiet And now that we've 
learned to love him you mean to give him up. Oh, dear! 
Oh, dear! And there's something else " 

"Well?" 

"Miss Dorothy, you know it will be just awful for you 
meeting Mr. Gasgoyne." 

"I might send Min with you." 

"With me? No, ma'am, that dirty work I will not do." 

This duologue took place in the small salon adjoining 
the nursery where, at the moment, Min was playing with 
Solomon. The wise tyke, having accepted Min, had de- 
termined to make the best of him. He regarded the 
diild as a puppy, and when in want of a little relaxation, 
condescended to romp with him. Min guigled and gloated 
over Solomon in a manner that might be boring, but must 
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be considered flattering. And what great man has been 
proof against flattery? Now, through the open door, came 
the sound of Min's laughter and Solomon's short, sharp 
remarks. 

"And you'd separate 'im and poor Solomon " 

This was Susan's last shot It struck Dorothy's sense 
of humour such a shrewd blow that she laughed, and no 
derision lurked in that laughter. 

"Solomon would be glad, Susan; he has been so 
jealous." 

"That's over and done with. Solomon's got his feel- 
ings, and there was a time when him and me thought 
alike, and quite right too, but now, after what we've all 
been through, the teething, and his illness, and that awful 
operation " 

At this moment Min's voice came floating to her ears: 
the insistent cry of the child who has never been denied,: 

"Mum, Mum, Mum!" 

Dorothy rose up, pale and slightly excited. 

"If there were a few more mothers like you," mur- 
mured the astute Susan, "children like Master Mn wouldn't 
live to wish they'd died before they were born." 

"Susan, do you understand what this means? It 
means deception, and, later, when Min asks questions, it 
means lies." 

"Call 'em fibs. No woman minds telling fibs for them 
she loves. Wouldn't I tell a big lie and stick to it, too, 
if it would do you any good?" 

"Susan, we are wicked women." 

"You can speak for yourself, ma'am. I never felt 
better in my life." 

But Dorothy hesitated. 
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"Susan, if he should Hve to reproach me " 

"And if he should die with her of — neglect- 
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"If one could ask for a sign," said Dorothy des- 
perately. 

"The Lord has given you signs enough I should think. 
Thomas himself couldn't doubt what was intended." 

Again, Min cried aloud for Dorothy: 

"Mum, Mum!" 

Afterwards she wondered whether a sign had been 
vouchsafed her, for Min came toddling towards her, hold- 
ing out his dimpled arms. Dorothy looked at Susan, who 
said meaningly: "He wants you. Don't you want him?" 

Dorothy bent down and picked up the child, who 
clung to her neck. When she felt his kisses upon her 
cheek, his fingers at her throat, his soft, lisping voice in 
her ear, she clutched him to her bosom with passion. 
Susan glanced at her, smiled knowingly, and went out of 
the room. 
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CHAPTER Vni. 
VIS MEDICATRIX NATURiE. 

We pass over a few uneventful years. Looking back, 
long afterwards, Dorothy often wondered why they had 
been so happy. Perhaps compensation had so ordained 
it, realising that Dorothy was entitled to such rest and 
peace as may be found in the placid backwaters of the 
world rather than in its roaring thoroughfares. In cutting 
herself off from relations and friends she had lost much 
that most women rate highly, but she had gained freedom 
of thought and action. The hours glided by with so little 
friction that she might have imagined Time as standing 
still had it had not been for the growth of Min. From 
the cradle he had shown himself to be masterful. Dorothy 
never forgot the first serious clash between their wills, 
when Min was three years old. Susan having forbidden 
the child to do something or other, he had disobeyed hi? 
too indulgent nurse. Appeal was made by both parties 
to Cflesar. Caesar, of course, sustained authority. Where- 
upon Min, standing with head erect and defiant, had said 
emphatically: 

"Susan says *No,' and Mummie says *No,' but Min 
says *Yes' — and Min will." 

And Min did the thing forbidden. 

He had to be spanked. After the spanking, which 
he endured manfully, he remarked: "Mum spank Min 
too hard." 

"Mum hopes that Min is sorry he was naughty." 
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"Min is very glad." 

A year later, when he was caught playing with fire, 
a more serious whipping had to be administered. Dorothy 
cut a small hazel switch, which Susan and she tested in 
secret upon each other's hands. 

Min received four stinging cuts. Next day, Dorothy, 
coming quietly into the nursery, found him dancing in 
front of the matches. He was advancing and retreating, 
stretching out his fingers till they almost touched the box 
and then withdrawing them. Dorothy, unperceived by 
the urchin, watched him in amazement . 

"See, Satan, see! Pm not touching *em. Seel You'd 
like me to, wouldn't you? But I won't See, sec/" 

"What are you doing, Min?" 

"Mumsie, I'm takin' in Satan. He thinks I'm going 
to touch the matches, but I ain't" 

Dorothy taught him his first lessons, but she soon 
realised that he would need teaching other than she could 
give. Shall we say that she was afraid to imperil Min's 
adoration for her by metamorphosing herself into a daily 
governess? At any rate a disciplinarian of a French- 
woman was found in Tours, and under her able rule, Min 
learned much that he never forgot Then, one day, 
Susan said tartly: 

"Master Min is becoming that Frenchified " 

He was eight years old, and big for his age, when 
Susan fired this train of gunpowder. 

"Rubbish, Susan." 

"He speaks French like a Frenchy." 

"Of course he does, thank Heaven.'* 

"And he speaks English like a Frenchy." 

"Fiddlesticks!" 

"You're becoming Frenchified yourself, ma'anj*" 




124 I^^ SQ^* 

"Really, Susan "* 

"And so am I. It's not natural. I've forgotten what 
bacon smells like for breakfast We ought to go back to 
England. Master Min might attend Miss Mirehouse's 
school in Winchester." 

This gave Dorothy pause. The excellent Miss Mire- 
house had established a small day-school in the ancient 
city, and had forwarded a prospectus to her kindest and 
deafest Mrs. Armine. For two days after her talk with 
Susan, Dorothy walked about Champfleury saying to her- 
self, "Why not?" 

But she loathed the idea of leaving her cottage and 
her independence. Touraine had cast its glamour upon 
her. She had taken root in its friable, fertile soil; its 
sunshine had warmed her to the marrow when she had 
felt herself to be chilled for ever. She knew every soul 
in the small village. She had made friends with half a 
dozen pleasant families in the neighbourhood. Indeed, 
two men of position had formally demanded her hand in 
marriage. Briefly, she might reckon herself bien instaliee, 
with an assured position amongst very charming people. 
In Winchester she would have to begin all over again. 

In the end, however, she returned to her native 
country. 

With the assistance, effusively tendered, of Miss Mire- 
house, the lease of a house near Winchester was taken 
over. It was a tiny house, but it stood in a pretty, old- 
fashioned garden, and hard by flowed the river Itchen. 
Dorothy felt that she must live near a river. After the 
mighty Loire the pretty Hampshire stream seemed but a 
rill; nevertheless it also flowed to the sea, bearing with it 
Dorothy's fancies, her hopes and ambitions, fears, dis- 
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appointments; all that she was constrained to hide from 
fellow-creatures. 

In fine weather, as had been her habit in France, she 
liked to sit by the stream, reading or reflecting. The 
running water was the medium by which she held com- 
munion with the larger world beyond. 

The parson and the parson's wife called, and then, 
in due course, others who heard that a young and charm- 
ing widow had taken Rosemary Cottage. In the cathe- 
dral close, in scholastic circles, in the mess-room, around 
the dinner-tables of august county magnates, gossip trifled 
with the name of Armine. The dean put the question 
concretely: "Who was Mr. Armine?" 

Miss Mirehouse replied: "The father of that darling 
child, who has been entrusted to me." Society, urban 
and suburban, accepted this crumb in heu of a loaf, but 
curiosity was only whetted. Dorothy's French fix)cks were 
too pretty to be quite the right thing; her manner, more- 
over, in a person about whom Mrs. Grundy knew ab- 
solutely nothing, was a trifle assured. She had certainly 
an — air. The wife of a minor canon whispered the word 
"dangerous." Another lady said that Mrs. Armine's 
French was ioo good. 

It was, however, generally admitted that the new- 
comer's deportment and conversation with men, particularly 
with officers, were as they should be. A gallant colonel 
described her as "cold as the Rocky Mountains." She 
refused invitations to dine out, and was seen but seldom 
at luncheons and teas. Children worshipped her; and 
she gave a most successful children's party. 

Sooner or later she knew that she would have to dis- 
semble. The day came when an indiscreet neighbour 
asked outright: 
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"Was Mr. Armine in the Service?" 

"No," said Dorothy cahnly. Then she added with a 

composure slightly overdone: "I never speak of of 

Min's father. He left me to explore a wild country, and 
there he was attacked by some savages — and — and 

"My dear, say no more. How very terrible! 

"I shall never forget the moment when the truth was 
at last established." 

"I see that I have distressed you, but may I, as your 
friend, repeat what you have told me?" 

"Please do," said Dorothy. 

"People are so " 

"Aren't they? Well, tell Hiem I am the only daughter 
of a doctor, that I have hardly any relations, that my in- 
come is six hundred a year, that I don't mean to 
many again, that I am a supporter of Church and State, 
and — r—" 

"The most devoted mother in Hampshire." 

"Yes, you can add that" 

She laughed lightly. The neighbour repeated the 
story at a score of tea-tables, with only reasonable em- 
bellishment Mrs. Armine's heart was buried with what 
was left of a massacred explorer. She had eigAi hundred 
a year, and could be counted on for subscriptions to 
Church charities. 

More than once Dorothy met people she had known 
during her London days, but if they eyed her keenly, 
they failed to recognise h^. She had changed. And 
nowadays memories are short: we see too many people, 
hear too many people: the sensitive plate of the mind 
becomes blurred. Her own relations were buried in East 
Anglia. Sir Augustus ha4 broken down in health; Lady 
Helmingham nursed him devotedly; Amy and her Teddy 
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divided their time and attention between the nursery and 
the kennels. Somebody had said that they owned the 
handsomest terriers and the ugliest children in England. 
In short, of the people she had known intimately, Dorothy 
now knew no one except Lady Curragh. After that lady's 
return from Australasia, she and Dorothy met regularly. 
The meetings were more or less secret, because of Master 
Min, who, it was agreed, must never know the truth con- 
cerning his birth. 

"He is mine," said Dorothy, **mine." 

"Certainly he is yours now, but oh, Dorothy " 

"WeU?" 

"When I think of you buried alive " 

"Do I look like that?" 

"You look astonishingly well and young." 

"I feel young and well. My dear Moira, don't worry 
about me. I am happy — happier, much happier, than 
most of the married women I know. I wish we could 
meet oftener; that I could visit you and you visit me, but 
if s too dangerous." 

This was said in a small room overlooking the Thames, 
after a delightful afternoon spent upon the river. Dorothy 
had just settled down into her cottage. 

"It would be dangerous," Lady Curragh assented, 
"because he comes to my house." 

"Dick?" 

"Yes. And his wife." 

"Tell me about them." 

"If ever a marriage was a failure! She's left the 
stage: a mistake that! Hard workis what a woman like 
her needs. Dick is making a fortune and she's spending 
it He doesn't seem to care what she does. She's always 
been fiendishly jealous of him, and she has an awful 
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temper. There are no children. He owns three im- 
portant newspapers, and when his party comes into power 
he will get whatever he asks for." 

"I am so glad." 

''That he has been so successful, or that the marriage 
has Well, I won't say it, but if you saw her com- 
plexion you would be sorry for him. Dorothy, he has 
spoken to me of you." 

"And what did you say?" 

"I am such a poor liar." 

"You underrate yourself, Moira." 

"I said that you were living with your little boy in 
the south of England. I let him think that you made an 
unfortunate marriage, quarrelled with the Helminghams, 
and are now a widow." 

"You are much too modest about your powers of dis- 
simulation," Dorothy sighed; then, with a faint blush, she 
asked: "Did he say an)rthing?" 

"Nothing worth repeating." 

"Moira, you are indeed a poor liar. Now, tell me 
exactly what he said." 

"If you will have it — he is as impulsive and expan- 
sive as ever. He must have been a manly boy, and he 
will always be a boyish man. He rushed into marriage 
as he rushed off to Africa." 

"He tried to find me, when he got back?" 

"If you had not buried yourself in France ! 

Oh, the whole story is such a muddle 1" 

"The beginnings of most lives worth the living are 
muddles." 

"I have nothing of the philosopher in me. Sometimes 
I think you must have been a tiny bit — cold." 

Dorothy laughed. 
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"Men can't stand that," said Lady Curragh. "I 
couldn't have let him slip through my fingers as you 
did." 

"And what would have become of Min?" 

"We can't go into that" 

"But we must go into that. If it had to be done all 
over again, I should do what I did. Nothing else was 
possible — for me. Now, let's talk of something else." 

It was after Min began to attend Miss Mirehouse's 
day-school that he asked the first question concerning his 
sire. Urchins are fond of boasting to each other about 
their fathers. Min had a friend, a certain Billy Parflete, 
whom he asked permission to present to his mother. 

"Mummie, he's awfully decent, and perfectly mad. 
If I might bring him home next Saturday." 

"Certainly." 

"I hope you won't mind red hair." 

"On the contrary, I admire it." 

"His father is a banker. Was my father a banker?" 

"No." 

"What was he?" 

"An — explorer. By the way, Min, I bought some 
acidulated drops for you this morning. They are in the 
drawer of my writing-table." 

"Oh, Mtumnie, how decent of you!" 

He ran off. Dorothy sat with a slight frown pucker- 
ing her smooth forehead. The wedge had entered her 
heart Upon it Min would hammer ruthlessly. She 
might distract his attention a score of times, but he would 
return, again and again. That very evening, at tea, he 
continued as if there had been no break in the talk. 

"What is an explorer, Mummie?" 

Her SoHn 9 



130 HER SON. 

"Min, you mustn't speak with your mouth full," 

The boy swallowed his bread and butter. 

"Now, Mummie, what is an explorer?" 

She told him. At once she perceived that his 
imagination had grappled with her explanation. He was 
keenly interested. Authoritatively, he announced: "Billy 
is going to be a banker, I shall be an explorer." 

The idea obsessed him for a week. Pressure was 
brought to bear upon Master Parflete, who incontinently 
chucked his prospects as a banker, and swore to con- 
secrate his life to Darkest Africa. Min and he made 
wonderful hsts of such things as explorers might reason- 
ably hope to bring home to their mothers. One will 
suffice as a sample. Dorothy put it away in her desk: 

550 birds of paradise. 

1,000 elephants' tusks. 

1,000 lions' skins. 

75 necklaces of grizzly bears' claws. 

A lot of gold dust in a sack. 

One stuffed savage. 

One stuffed giraffe. 

The stuffed savage was part of Master Parflete's spoil. 
Being perfectly mad — as has been said — he insisted upon 
that, and even went so far as to assign it a place in the 
hall of his father's house. Min added the giraffe out of 
exasperation, because Parflete would not give way about 
the savage. 

The result of this you can divine. Min asked endless 
questions. His father became flesh and blood. 

"Was he very brave — my father?" 

"Very brave." 

"And handsome?" 

"Very handsome." 
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'Could he fight like wild cats?" 
'Yes, in a just cause." 

"Was he ever afraid of being left alone in the dark?" 

"When he was a tiny mite he may have been." 

"I don't believe he was; I'll bet he wasn't You 
was, once, wasn't you, Mummie?" 

"Yes." 

"O' course. I get that from you. I wish father 
wasn't dead. Did you love him more than you do me?" 

Dorothy hesitated before she answered the question. 

"The love I had for him was different," her voice 
shook slightly, "and I loved him, Min — loved him and 
lost him before you came." 

"I 'spect God sent me to make up." 

"Yes." 

He regarded her attentively, but said nothing at the 
time. That night, when she went as usual to kiss him 
in bed, he flung his arms about her neck and hugged 
her close. In England he had grown less demonstrative. 
Now the passion of his embrace almost startled her. 

"I'm going to be just like him, Mummie; and I'll 
love you even harder than he did. Poor little Mummie!" 

She lay down beside him and held him in her arms. 
When she got up, he said in a quavering voice: 

"Please blow out the night-light." 

"But, Min, you know " 

"Blow it out, Mummie." 

After it was blown out, he said: "To-night, just for 
once, if you'd play the piano downstairs " 

"Of course I will." 

"Something gay, Mumsie." 

Dorothy went downstairs and played two polkas and 
a valse; then she stole up again. Min was fast asleep. 

9* 
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But, by the shaded light of the candle she carried, 
Dorothy could see that his lashes were wet And she 
knew that his tears had been shed for her out of the 
purest love that is to be found on earth. She knelt 
down, and thanked God because this love had been 
given to her. 

After this incident Dorothy determined to make sub- 
stance out of shadow; to re-create, for Min's benefit, 
Min's father. She was fully sensible that however de- 
votedly a boy may love his mother, he models himself 
and his conduct upon his father. Billy Parflete, for in- 
stance, insisted upon adopting a very slight limp, because 
the banker's right leg was made a shade shorter than 
his left. He loathed his own red, curly locks, because 
his sire's were a deep brown; and he tried to speak in 
a deep bass voice when he was alone with Min. 

And so it came to pass that during this first year in 
England a very glorified father was created for our hero. 
In short, to know the late Mr. Armine, as his son learned 
to know him, might be described indeed as a liberal 
education. The h)rpercritical will infer that Dorothy 
overdid it. Let us admit this candidly. Will anyone be 
so lacking in charity as to blame her? 
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CHAPTER IX. 
FATHER AND SON. 

By this time Dorothy had begun to believe that Miss 
Fairfax had disappeared from the earth. She had made 
new friends, created new interests, had adapted herself 
to her English surroundings with the same facility with 
which she had settled down at Champfieury. Being a 
creature of sympathies, she was able to find friends and 
interests in unlikely places. She had inherited from her 
father an inordinate appetite for ministration. To read 
aloud to a tiresome old woman, to soothe a fretful child, 
to carry a smiling face into stufi^, squalid cottages, be- 
came a pleasure, never a bore. "You are entitled to no 
credit, my dear Doll," said Moira Curragh. "You do 
these horrid things because you Hke to do them, because 
to leave them imdone would make you uneasy." Dorothy 
laughed and admitted that her friend was more than 
half right 

Occasionally, not very often, she ran up to town. 
Lady Curragh and she would meet at the National 
Gallery, lunch together at some quiet restaurant, and 
spend the afternoon in Regent's Park or upon un- 
fi-equented reaches of the Thames. When Min recovered 
from the measles, Dorothy took him for a fortnight to 
Margate, where Lady Curragh joined them. 

"Here," said Moira, "we shall be perfectly safe." 

It never struck Dorothy that other people might come 
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to Margate to escape meeting the men and women of 
their own set. 

Towards the close of this Margate visit, Moira 
Curragh went back to town, and Dorothy was left alone 
with Min — now ten years old — and the faithful Susan. 
Solomon, alas! was no more, but before his decease he 
had stamped his image upon a son, who answered to the 
name of Benjamin because he happened to be the 
favourite of a litter. 

Dorothy, accompanied by Benjamin, was strolling 
upon the sands, listening to the niggers and enjoying the 
humours of a Saturday-to-Monday crowd. She was feel- 
ing not only extraordinarily well, but sufiused with a 
sense of contentment. Min had recovered his health and 
his spirits. Susan Judkins had regained a temper sorely 
tried during Min's three weeks of illness. Moira Curragh 
had left behind her, as she always did, an invincible 
conviction upon Dorothy's part that life in the gallimaufry 
of Mayfair was not worth the living. The simple mirth 
of the trippers was also a factor in her sense of well- 
being. The old men and women seemed to be enjopng 
themselves as much as the children. Middle-aged 
matrons were paddling in the wavelets; a grandfather was 
drawing squeaky, plaintive notes out of a penny whistle; 
a very ancient dame in rusty black alpaca was placidly 
absorbing what is known as "hokey-pokey" at one penny 
the glass! 

Dorothy attracted some attention and a few remarks 
not uncomplimentary. If she happened to speak to a 
child, she was invariably addressed in turn as "miss." 
Moira Curragh had made a few comments: 

"Of course you know, Doll, that although you are 
burning with a mother's feelings, you don't quite look the 
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part. I might pose as Cornelia, but you are still the 
sylph. It is exasperating, because I would give all my 
diamonds if I could squeeze into your frocks." 

"All the same, I feel older than you," Dorothy re- 
plied. 

Walking now along the beach, she was reflecting that 
she was old. Her intercourse with Crystal, her per- 
ception of the facts of life, of elemental, primal life, her 
adoption of Min, had been paid for by the sacrifice of 
youth and youth's charming illusions. More, the con- 
viction had been forced upon her that the position of 
spectator in life's comedy or tragedy was hers by divine 
assignment Many young women come to this same con- 
clusion without Dorothy's excuse for it, and most of 
them, like Dorothy, have that same conviction as rudely 
shattered. 

For, looking up, she met a big man face to face. 

It was Dick Gasgoyne. 

The effect of this meeting was most plainly shown 
upon Dick, who, possibly, had never trained himself to 
disguise his emotions. Each recognised the other in- 
stantly, and simultaneously. Afterwards, Dorothy often 
wondered whether or not she would have evoked sufticient 
strength of mind to turn aside and let Gasgoyne pass, 
had she seen him first 

"Dorothy." He held out his hand; his voice 
trembled. 

"Dick." 

"And, by Jove, that is Solomon!" 

To cover his emotion, for he had flushed deeply, 
Gasgo3me bent down, as soon as he had released 
Dorothy's hand, to caress the terrier. Benjamin, a dog 
of intuitions like his distinguished father, and like him 
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also hypercritical in the choice of his acquaintance, wel- 
comed Gasgoyne as if he were a long-lost brother. 

"He knows me," said Dick with a laugh. "Good 
Solomon! Good, faithful dog!" 

"Solomon is dead," said Dorothy gravely. Her voice 
sounded cold. 

"Dead?" repeated Dick. 

"Ten years have passed." 

"So they have." 

"But dear old Solomon lives again in his son." 

As the word "son" passed her lips she remembered 
Min,^ who at this moment might be coming with Susan to 
meet his own father. Her cheek paled. 

"We must have a talk," said Gasgoyne abruptly. "I 
want to hear all about you — everjrthing. Come!" 

His voice had the same masterful, vibrating ring, but 
the ten years had not dealt too kindly with him. His 
black hair was as thick as ever, but grizzled. About his 
eyes and mouth were many lines. 

"Is Mrs. Gasgoyne here?" 

"Crystal? No. Crystal is not here. I am alone. 
That is to say I was alone." 

She followed him obediently and in silence. It is not 
easy to find a secluded spot in Margate at three upon a 
midsummer's afternoon, but the overcoming of difficulties 
was Gasg03aie's business and pleasure. He left the sands, 
crossed the shingle, ascended to the parade, and hailed 
a small carriage. 

"But, Dick " 

"Get in." 

The driver asked for directions. 

"Drive into the country," said Dick, 

"I beg parding " 
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"Into the country, if there is a country." 

"Right, sir. Pm a bit 'ard of 'earing." 

Dick smiled as he helped Dorothy into the ramshackle 
vehicle. She had wondered why he had chosen the worst- 
looking cab on the rank. Now she imderstood. Dick 
had picked out a stupid, stolid coachman on purpose. 
His devemess in this trifle brought back the old Dick 
with astonishing vividness. It was not remarkable that 
such a man had succeeded greatly. She decided that 
Dick, having, so to speak, selected the line of country, 
must pilot her across it She would follow his lead. He 
said nothing for a minute at least; then, with his usual 
abruptness, he miumured in a low voice: 

"I know this much: you married a man called Armine; 
you have a child, a boy; Armine is dead. Lady Curragh 
refused to give me your address." 

"Moira is a good friend." 

"All the same, there was no reason that I could see 
why we shouldn't meet" 

"That you could see: perhaps not" 

"Do you know that I hunted all England for you 
when I came back?" 

"Yes." 

"Perhaps you don't know," his voice was very sharp, 
"that I foimd you." 

"You found me?" she echoed faintly. 

"Do you think I was the man to stop looking till I 
had found you? Yes; I tracked you to Touraine." 

"And you never spoke to me?" 

He laughed harshly. 

"No; I bolted. Being a woman, I suppose you think 
I ought to have dropped in to tea. You were Mrs. Armine, 
with a boy; that was quite enough for me;" He paused 
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for a moment; then in a different tone, with an inflection 
of his old geniality, he continued; "Doll, bygones are by- 
gones, but you didn't give me a square deal. However, 
I'm not going to reproach you." 

"That is very kind." 

He looked at her so sharply that she realised how 
carefully she must disguise even the inflections of her 
voice. Living at Champfleury and near Winchester had 
slightly blunted her weapons of fence. 

He continued decisively: "I had to record my verdict, 
that is all, but for the future " 

"Well?" 

"Doll, in the old days we were not only lovers, but 
friends. I want a friend." 

"You are making an offer of friendship?" 

"Please call it a renewal." 

"I live in a tiny cottage in the south of England; 
you have just taken, I hear, a sort of palace in Carlton 
House Terrace." 

"What of that?" 

"Oh, everything — or nothing." 

"And I am told the Helmingham people " he 

paused. Then he added in a different tone: "They cut 
me, too." 

They stared at each other in silence. Dorothy had 
to pinch herself to make sure that she was not dream- 
ing. Was it possible that Dick was sitting beside 
her? She saw that he had grown rather gaunt Pros- 
perity had not fattened him. Then she felt his hand 
upon hers. 

"Doll," he whispered, "why did you let me drop out 
of your life? Was it because of Crystal?" 

She released her hand. Faint colour flowed into her 
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cheeks as she replied: "Crystal had something to do 
with it" 

"If you had cared as I cared " 

She laughed for a second time. Gasgoyne frowned 
heavily. 

"Oh, you women!" he said scornfully. 

It was one of the hardest moments of her life. Very 
slowly she turned her eyes away from his, and looked 
seaward. He perceived that she was deeply moved. Was 
it by regret? Her weakness appealed to him enormously. 
In a different voice, he continued: "I beg your pardon, 
but it has always puzzled me why you, being the woman 
you are, were in such a hurry." 

"A hurry.'* She repeated his words mechanically to 
gain time to adjust her thought. So much hung upon 
each word. 

"Why, yes; you must have married Armine almost at 
once. Do you mind speaking of him? I want to hear 
all that you care to tell me. I am looking forward to 
seeing your child. If I had a son " 

The eagerness in her face startled him, as she asked 
almost breathlessly: 

"Is that a great grief? You wish for a — son? You?" 

"Am I a monster that I should not wish for a son? 

If I had children " He checked himself suddenly, 

closing his lips with an effort that did not escape the 
woman watching him. In his eyes lay a look of hunger, 
quite unmistakable. 

"If you would rather not speak of Armine " 

Dorothy answered hastily: "There is so little to tell." 
Hitherto, she had skirted Truth, had salved her conscience 
with the poor ointment of evasion. It had been nothing 
to her that the gossips ^t Champfleury and Winchesif^ 
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had placed the wrong construction upon her statement^; 
it had been something that no actual untruth had passed 
her lips. Some intuition had warned her that if Gas- 
goyne were told the truth, his love for her, only scotched 
not killed, would revive intensely magnified, omnipotent, 
irresistible. His Csesarean attitudes had not suffered 
diminution, you may be sure. What he had lost in youth- 
ful beauty, he had gained in strength. His glance, the 
grasp of his hand, the power which emanated from him 
even in repose, made her tremble. A few minutes ago, 
she had reckoned herself old, a looker-on at Hfe, with all 
a bystander's indifference, or shall we say calnmess. Now, 
she was swept away by stampeding thoughts, by the sense 
of her own weakness and inexperience. • 

In a low voice, to the accompaniment of the rattling 
of the little carriage, she said deliberately: 

"You spoke of my people cutting me. Why should 
they cut me?" 

"That is what I want to know." 

"So clever a man might guess." 

"You married what the good Helmingham folk would 
call beneath you, eh?" 

She drew a deep breath. Gasgoyne, naturally enough, 
would ask question after question, keeping her on the rack. 
How could she stop him? She perceived dearly one way 
out of a brambly thicket of fibs and evasions. She took 
it with almost desperate eagerness. Blushing, she whis- 
pered piteously: 

"Yes, I did. Oh, Dick, don't ask me any more ques- 
tions. I can't speak of Min's father even to you. Let 
the dead bury their dead." 

"If this man were not dead, I — I " She felt that 
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Dick had grown rigid. "Perhaps hie treated you badly, 
neglected you. What was he like?" 

"Perhaps Crystal would have said that he was not 
unlike you." 

It was the only taunt that passed her lips. It did 
its work. Gasgoyne stood up and touched the driver's 
arm. 

"Turn back," he said. "And drive faster." 

"Thank you," whispered Dorothy, wondering why he 
did not get out and leave her. He answered the un- 
spoken question almost immediately, as if he had divined 
her thought 

"I want to see the child." 

"Why?" He noted the quaver of fear in her voice. 

"Why? Because he is yours. Is not that a sufficient 
reason coming from me? Do you think that I am going 
to behave as your people did?" 

"Then " 

"I feel myself responsible for what has happened. If 

I'd obeyed my instincts, if I'd stayed in England Let 

me finish! I know what men and women are. I'm sup- 
posed to be one of the iron pots, but there are times 
when even iron melts, and because it is iron and heavy it 
sinks the deeper. How you must have suffered I And 
yet, to-day," he regarded her keenly, "to-day, you look 
the same Dorothy Fairfax: the sweetest, purest, kindest 
girl in the world. Well, it's a mystery; but I know — I 
know, I repeat — that I'm partly responsible for this. I 
left you alone when you most needed a friend. Dare you 
deny it? Look me straight in the face, tell me you 
never cared for me, that you were fooling me, and I'll 
walk out of this trap and out of your life. Now!" 

He fixed his eyes upon hers, exacting the truth. Shf 
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wondered whether she ought to lie, but the lie would not 
pass her lips. Her faculties reeled, and she was within 
an ace of fainting outright 

"I am answered," said Gasgoyne triumphantly. "You 
are right; let the dead bury their dead. I am your friend, 
and shall be your boy's friend." 

Min was digging upon the sands, watched by the 
faithful Susan, when Dorothy appeared. At once she 
despatched the ancient handmaid to the hotel. She felt 
that it was impossible to take Susan into her confidence 
till a certain time had elapsed. Also, she feared that 
Susan might protest, and protest would be exasperatingly 
futile. Gasgoyne would have his way. She had left him 
on the parade promising to return with the boy. 

Min's feet had to be dried and his stockings and shoes 
put on. Dorothy explained that she had met a friend 
who wished to make his acquaintance. 

"And, of course, Min, you will behave nicely, and not 
talk too much. You see this is an old friend who knew 
me before you were bom." 

"Is he a man, Mumsie?" 

"Yes." 

"I'm so glad. I like men." 

She tried to smoothe his hair, which escaped in thick 
curls beneath his hat. He wore sailor clothes: blue serge 
trousers and a white jumper. His skin was burnt brown 
by the sun; his eyes sparkled with health and vivacity. 
Dorothy wondered whether she could have been prouder 
of him had he been in very truth her own son. Then, 
quite suddenly, her heart seemed to stand still. She had 
forgotten the likeness between father and child. If Dick 

should see what was so plain to her ! Ah, that was 

not likely. In any case, the risk must be nm. 
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They moved slowly through the crowd of trippers, 
Min hanging back to listen to the chorus of the latest 
"coon" song. One of the minstrels, catching sight of 
Min's glowing face, made comical grimaces. The boy 
laughed joyously, entering easily into the humours of the 
scene, acknowledging the appeal of mirth and holiday- 
making. 

"He made a face at me, Mumsie; wasn't it friendly 
of him?" 

"Very friendly." 

"Susan says all these niggers are white men." 

"Yes; they're not so black as they paint themselves." 

She laughed; Min looked up into her face with a 
slightly injured expression. 

"Have you made a joke, Mumsie? I don't see it. 
Tell me." 

"You wouldn't imderstand what I was laughing at, 
Min." 

"You might let me try," he protested. 

A minute later, Gasgoyne's piercing eyes were upon 
her and the boy. He greeted Min gravely, placing his 
hands upon the boy's shoulders, constraining him to meet 
his glance. Min gazed frankly and seriously into the face 
of his mother's old friend. 

"How do you do. Master ?" 

"We call him *Min.'" 

"Shall we sit down?" 

There was a bench close by, and the three sat down 
upon it. Gasgoyne stared hard at the boy. 

"He reminds me of somebody," he said, "but not of 
you," he turned to Dorothy. 

"Mumsie says I'm like my father." 

Again Dorothy blushed. She told herself angrily and 
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with humiliation that she was behaving like a schoolgirl. 
Fortunately Gasgoyne would put his own interpretation 
upon these exasperating blushes. He did not appear to 
notice them, for he still stared meditatively at the boy. 

''Father was big» and brave, and handsome, and good 
— like you," he added. * 

"How do you know Pm good?" 

"You're Mumsie's friend?" 

"Just so. What a convincing reply." 

Suddenly he picked up Min as if he was a small 
puppy and placed him on his knee. 

"We are going to be pals," he declared. 

"O' course," said Min. "What am I to call you?" 

"Unde Dick, if you like." 

"That will do very well," said Dorothy hastily. Again 
she was struck with Gasgoyne's quick wit in concealing 
his name. And her sense of his cleverness was even 
more deeply enhanced when he began to talk to the boy 
easily and naturally. Undoubtedly, he wished to give 
Dorothy time to regain her natural colour and self-control. 
Min prattled away gaily; Gasgoyne felt his sttirdy little 
limbs, his firm muscles. Dorothy knew what was passing 
in his mind: that he was wishing that such a son had 
been given to him. If he knew ? 

At the same instant, the terrible question presented 
itself: Had the moment come when she ought to tell him? 
And if she told him everjrthing, would he take Min away? 
All her plans began to crumble. Heretofore, her decision 
to keep Min's birth a secret from his father had been 
bolstered by a score of reasons too obvious to be recited. 
Who could doubt that in keeping the child she had acted 
in the child's best interests? And Dorothy was of too 
practical and sensible a nature to regret the past Right 
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or wrong, she knew that in so far as a mortal may she 
had done what she conceived to be her duty. Evil, not 
good, had urged her once to take Min to Gasg05me. 

But now the conditions were entirely different 

As if in a dream she heard Gasgoyne talking to his 
son. They had reached the inexhaustible subject of 
school life. 

"We have great fun. One fellow, Billy Parflete, has 
a glass eye. And he slips it in and out The other 
morning old Mirehouse caught us flaying catch with it" 

"Did she confiscate the eye or merely tell its owner 
to mind it?" 

"She gave us lines, but she laughed; she's not a bad 
sort, old Mirehouse." 

"Is Billy your chum?" 

"Yes. He's quite mad. Nobody knows what Billy 
will do or say next He doesn't know himself" 

"How exciting!" 

"Isn't it? He has red hair and freckles. The other 
day you'd have simply died of laughing, Billy's grand- 
father is nearly stone deaf" 

"Afflicted family, the Parfletes." 

"Aren't they? Billjr's father has one leg shorter than 
the other. But the grandfather has a long ear trumpet 
And Billy loathes speaking down it, because he never 
knows what to say. Just before I got the measles, Billy's 
grandfather came to Miss Mirehouse's to see us, and old 
Mirehouse told Billy to say something interesting to the 
old gentleman. And what do you think he said?" 

*1 can't imagine." 

"Before all of us too," Min chuckled. "Why, he said 
quite clearly into the trumpet: * Cock-a-doodle-doo!' You 
see, he's quite mad, isn't he?" 

/fer San, 10 
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"Quite," Gasgoyne assented. He glanced at Dorothy. 
Her face looked pale enough now, and about her mouth 
were lines of pain. Gasgoyne Ufled Min from his knees, 
and stood up. 

"Let's do Margate properly," he proposed. "Then 
tea, eh? Tea — and shrimps. Come on!" 

"There's a merry-go-round," suggested Min. 

"Thank you for mentioning it. We'll have a turn at 
once." 

Min seized his hand, and the three set off; surely the 
strangest trio in all Margate. A delightful hour to Min 
followed. Gasgoyne entered into the fun of the fair with 
the vivacity and enjoyment which brought back to Dorothy 
the hours of their engagement. Gasgoyne's laugh was as 
ready, as cheery, as of yore. When she looked at him, 
her heart beat, her pulses thrilled. They visited the 
shooting galleries, where Gasgoyne's performance with the 
rifle filled the small boy with awe and ecstatic admiration. 
Then there was a punching pad, the lifting machine, the 
ascending block of wood, all of which registered in large 
black letters the result of physical strength. Min screamed 
with delight when Gasgoyne smote with the wooden mallet, 
and the ascending block struck the bell at the top of 
the pole. 

"You're the strongest man here," he said. "Isn't 
he?" he appealed to the old woman, who was scooping 
in Gasgoyne's pennies. 

"Of course he is," she replied; "and you'll be as 
strong some day, my little gentleman." She looked at 
Dorothy, then at Gasgoyne. 

"TTie very image of his pa, too, if you'll excuse me, 
ma'am." 

After a shy at the cocoa-nuts, they had tea in a 
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shelter overlooking the sea. Min, without invitation, 
climbed onto his new friend's knee, and, being tired, and 
also somnolently full of shrimps and brown bread and 
butter, fell asleep. 

"Put him down," said Dorothy. 

"No. What a jolly little chap it is," he sighed: the 
sparkle died in his clear blue eyes. Then he added 
abruptly: "My God! to think that he might have been 
ours." 

"Don't!" Dorothy murmured. 

"I pitied you half an hour ago, my poor Doll, but 
now I envy you. You are on the sunny side of the hill. 
Tell me of your life." 

She described the trivial round, not without a certain 
humour: imitating one or two neighbours upon whom the 
moss grew thickly and verdantly. Unconsciously, each 
assumed the intimacy of old days. Once or twice Gas- 
goyne interrupted her, catching her unspoken thought,'^ 
forestalling her words in that fashion so delightful amongst 
S3anpathetic friends. Then, sensible that she was letting 
herself go, that the old intimacy was as strong, possibly 
stronger than before, she paused and said with slight 
confusion: "That is my life; and I enjoy it What is 
yours?" 

"Mine?" he laughed grimly. "I have my work; it 
interests me." 

After a significant silence, he continued in a slightly 
different tone: "Why should I pretend with you? Outside 
of my work, in which I have had the luck to succeed far 
beyond my deserts, I am nothing, a cypher!" 

The (^stress in Doroth3r's eyes made him mutter half 
an apology. 

"It had to be said. In the old days you could 

10* 
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the very heart out of me with a glance, and, by Jove! 
you can do it still. I've never whined to anybody else, 
but somehow I had to tell you." 

"Why did you marry Crystal?" 

At last the question was out: the question she had 
put to herself a thousand times. 

"Why?" 

" Shush— h—h ! Speak lower ! " 

"Why? Because you'd thrown me over. A fooPs 
reason. When I crawled away from those devils in Africa, 
more dead than alive, what gave me strength? You. If 
it hadn't been for you Pd have died half a dozen times. 
But I hung on. Doll's waiting for me, I said. When I 
got back to Sierra Leone, I cabled to you. The cable 
never reached you. When I reached England, the first 
thing I looked for was a letter from you. You were never 
out of my head, night or day. Ask the pal who nursed 
me whose name was on my lips. Yours. Of course I 
knew that you had heard I was dead; but I would have 
staked my body here and my soul hereafter that you 
were still waiting " 

She turned aside her wet eyes. 

"When I reached England, I found you had disap- 
peared. You were not dead. I asked myself why you 
had cut all threads between us, because I found out that 
you had slipped out of sight before my reported death. 
Was there any answer but one? You had no use for me. 
Do you remember my letter to Solomon? Did you get it?" 

It lay in her desk at that moment, between some 
pressed flowers that he had given to her. 

"Yes; I got it" 

"And yet you ask why I married Crystal. Well, 
Crystal loved me,, and had remained faithful." 
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Dorothy shivered. The desire to speak, to justify 
herself, to tear the scales from this man's eyes, over- 
powered her. Then she heard his voice softened once 
more, full of tender familiar intonations. 

"And then Crystal told me about the child — v— " 

"About the chUd?" 

"I daresay that was what decided you to form other 
ties. Yes, she told me how you had come to her, all 
you had done. Then, when I heard the child was 
dead " 

"What! The child— dead?'* 

"Didn't you know? Didn't she tell you?" 

"No." 

"The subject is a sore one. It died, poor little thing. 
I wanted, after our marriage, to make a sort of pilgrimage 
to its grave, but Crystal is perfectly miserable if it's men- 
tioned." 

"I see." 

"All the same the child brought us together: a sort 
of invisible bond." 

He sighed, moved impatiently, and immediately Min 
woke up. For an instant he was plainly puzzled to find 
himself in the arms of a stranger." 

"Mimmiie!" 

"Here I am, Min." 

"Oh, it's Uncle Dick. I'd forgotten." He rubbed his 
eyes. Dorothy rose. 

"We must go back to the hotel. Thank you for a 
delightful afternoon." 

She spoke composedly, conscious that Min's eyes were 
upon her face. 

"Have you a headache, Mumsie? You look tired. 
Good night, Uncle Dick — and thanks awfully." 
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"Hold on," said Gasgoyne. He suddenly realised 
that they were escaping; he did not even know their ad- 
dress in Margate. "We must make plans for to-morrow." 

"To-morrow?" repeated Dorothy. 

"I invite you both to a picnic." 

Min clapped his hands. 

"Mumsie, won't that be simply splendid? You are a 
nice Uncle Dick." 

"But " 

"I insist. I leave in the afternoon. Don*t refuse! 
What difference can it make?" 

With some hesitation, impelled partly by Min's en- 
treaties, Dorothy consented to name time and place. 
Gasg03me entered both in a small notebook. Then he 
took leave of them, and walked swiftly away. Min gazed 
after him, eyes and mouth agape with admiration and 
affection. 

"He is just right," he declared. "You know, Mimisie, 
I shouldn't have minded a bit if Uncle Dick had been 
my father. Mumsie!" 

To his surprise, Dorothy had picked him up suddenly 
and hugged him. Such a demonstration from an un- 
demonstrative woman startled the child. But he returned 
her kisses with ardour. 

"If, if, Min, Uncle Dick had been your own father, 
do you think you would have loved him more than you 
love me?" 

"Never, Mumsie," he replied s)anpathetically; "never! 
O' course, I couldn't love anyone as I love you." 

She felt his hot little lips upon her cheek and was 
comforted. 
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CHAPTER X. 
MIRAGE. 

After Min was in bed and asleep^ Dorothy told the 
faithful Susan what had passed. Somewhat to her sur- 
prise, Susan betrayed neither astonishment nor regret. 

"I knew you'd meet, sooner or later, and I knew that 
woman was a liar," she said calmly. 

"Susan, if you could have seen father and son to- 
gether ! And all the time, something was urging me 

to tell him, and if I tell him, will he take Min away?" 

Susan considered. Age had not blunted her tongue 
or her perceptions. 

"He might take him away," she said presently. "Any- 
ways, you can't afford to run no risks, ma'am." Her thin 
lips tightened. "It's rather late to speak now." 

"He's rich. He could give Min what I can never 
give him." 

"Can he give him a mother's love and tenderness? 
Not he. Master Min is yours. Miss Dorothy; my mind's 
clear on that If ten thousand fathers wanted him and 
could give him the world and the glory thereof I'd send 
'em all packing." 

"Mr. Gasgoyne is not very happy at home." 

"He told you that? Then I think very little of him. 
I'm an old maid, but I know something of men. He'll 
be asking you to be extry kind to him." 

"Susan!" 

"Yes; I'm Susan; and I've served you for thirty years. 
He oughtn't to have said that Did he ask questions? 
Did you have to— — " 
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"I Stopped his questions. He is not likely to ask any 



more." 



"Oh, isn't he?" 

"And after to-morrow we sha'n't meet again." 

"Then you are meeting to-morrow?" 

"For the last time." 

"And you think you know Mr. Gasgoyne?" Susan 
sniffed very aggressively, but Dorothy remained silent 
Later, when Susan was brushing her hair, she said lightiy: 
"You have a conscience, Susan?" 

"Yes, ma'am; I hope so." 

"And it is clear on this point? Min is mine, not his?" 

"I say that the child belongs to the woman who saved 
his life before he was bom, and has been an angel of 
love and tenderness to him ever since." 

"These are sweet words, but you are pulling my hair 
horribly." 

Susan faced her mistress, brush in hand. She waved 
it dramatically, as if it were a sword. 

"You asked me if I'd a conscience just now; a nice 
question, too. Well, it is my conscience or my common- 
sense that tells me that the worst as could happen to 
Master Min would be to learn that you wasn't his mother, 
and that she, that hearUess, lying woman, was! Fancy 
his being told that all these years you'd been pretendin' 
with him?" 

"Pretending?" 

"He'd think it that It's my belief you're thinking at 
this moment more of Mr. Gasgoyne than of Master Min." 

There was so much truth underlying this that Dorothy 
winced. 

Next day dawned clear and warm. A light breeze 
tempered the heat of the sun and dimpled the smooth 
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surface of the sea. Dorothy and Min bathed early; a 
quick dip before breakfast After a disturbed and feverish 
night the saH water acted upon Dorothy as a sort of 
miraculous tonic She got out of bed tired and spiritless; 
hardly able to respond to the boy's wild manifestation of 
delight because the weather was so fine. But she came from 
the sea a young woman, sanguine, laughing at the fears 
of the previous night, and the jeremiads of Susan Judkins. 

At breakfast Min said: 

"Oh, Mummie, how nice you look!" 

«Do I?" 

"Your eyes are lovely. And the sun seems to have 
got into your hair. Mine is so beastly sticky; but then 
you don't wet yours, do you?" 

"No." 

"I daresay you wish to look your very beautifullest 
to-day, to please Uncle Dick." 

"Min, you men are all alike; you think we women 
make ourselves look nice only to please you." 

But she blushed as she spoke, because she had been 
more than usually careful to keep her hair dry. 

At the hour appointed Gasgoyne drove up in a 
carriage and pair. Inside were two hampers. 

"How many people have you asked to lunch?" 

"Two," he replied promptly, "but to me those two 
are a big crowd. Besides, this is a special occasion." 

He laughed gaily, conscious perhaps that he also was 
looking and feeling his best. Dorothy found herself ad- 
miring his general appearance of matiuity lightened by 
the inherent boyishness which would be his if he lived to 
become a centenarian. The sun brought out every line 
upon his face, but these, she reflected, were the scars of 
a fighter, of a conqueror. 
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"You look stunning, Doll; doesn't she, old boy?" 

Min, delighted at being addressed as "old boy," re- 
sponded fervently. Susan came out carrying wraps; Gas- 
goyne shook her by the hand and inquired after her 
health. 
' "You've not forgotten me, Mrs. Judkins?" 

"You're not one as is easily forgot, sir," replied Susan 
grimly. 

Disapproval of the jaunt expressed itself in firmly com- 
pressed lips and hair drawn tightly back from the temples. 

"What a fine day we have!" continued Gasgoyne. 

"Fine enough, sir; we'll hope it will end as it's begun. 
Shall I put in an umbrella, ma'am?" 

"Certainly not," said Dorothy. "The sight of it would 
remind me that it might rain." 

Benjamin expressed sympathy with this sentiment in 
a sharp bark. He had jumped into the carriage as soon 
as it arrived, sitting up on the front seat begging. He 
wanted to make sure of his invitation. 

"That tyke makes me forget everything," said Gas- 
goyne. 

Susan sniffed. "He makes me remember ever5rthing," 
she muttered to herself, as she went back into the hotel. 

They drove off, very gaily, to the accompaniment of 
a piano organ and Benjamin's barks. Passing down the 
parade, every man, woman, and child who saw them 
smiled pleasantly. People go to Margate to enjoy them- 
selves, and each individual pleasure party justifies itself 
as being part and parcel of the universal happiness. 

"Really we are doing nothing more than our duty," 
said Gasgoyne. 

He told Dorothy that he had heard of a secluded 
cove a few miles away, whither they were bound. 
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**I don't believe there is such a place," said Dorothy. 

"Perhaps not, but if there is, our driver will find it, 
because a double fare hangs upon his discovery of it. 
This fellow is the guide, philosopher, and friend of all 
honeymooning couples." 

"Dick, how little you have changed in some things." 

"We are going to 'walladge' to-day." 

The once familiar word brought a pang to Dorothy's 
heart and a question to Min's lips. 

"What does *walladge' mean. Uncle Dick?" 

"What! You have never heard it! Why, your mother 
invented it only yesterday." 

"Only yesterday?" 

"I am sure it was only yesterday." He interpreted 
the word, explaining that it might be used in a mental 
and spiritual sense. 

"You see we are going to soak ourselves in a good 
time." 

"Uncle Dick, why didn't you come before?" 

"What a fool I was not to." 

Dorothy lay back smiling, well content that Dick and 
Min should sustain the talk. After all, how foolish it 
would be not to soak herself, like the other two, in this 
good time, which might never come again; for the night's 
vigil had bound with brass her determination to keep her- 
self and Min out of Gasgojme's way. They had met this 
once, like ships crossing in mid-ocean and bespeaking each 
other. Susan was right: for her to be seen in Gasgoyne's 
company was to court disaster. 

They drove on through the soft sununer air, with the 
sea sparkling on their right and the pleasant green 
count^ on the left. In the meadows the hay, just cut, 
lay in long lines to dry; the scent of it floated to them 
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mingled with the pungent odour of the sea. Big wains 
moved slowly across the fields, and the sound of the hay- 
makers' voices alternated with happy intermittences of 
silence. 

"Our driver is going to earn his double fare," said 
Gasgoyne. "It is hard to believe we are not more than 
five miles firom Margate."' , 

Presently, the road descended sharply, and they found 
themselves close to a tiny cove with brown spreading 
sands in front of it, and some trees bordering a small 
stream. The driver pulled up. 

"Here ye are!" 

They descended, congratulating their guide and them- 
selves. The spot was charming, and within reasonable 
distance of a tavern where the horses could be baited. 
The hampers were carried to the trees and one of them 
unpacked. 

"What can be in the other?" said Min. 

"If you survive the enormous luncheon you are about 
to eat, you will find out," said Gasgoyne solenmly. "Now 
then, you and I must wait upon your mother; she is the 
queen of the feast, and we are her humble slaves. Come on ! " 

Out of the hamper he pulled a bottle of champagne. 

"There's ginger-pop for you, Min." 

They laid the cloth, and set upon it varied delicacies, 
the best to be procured in Margate. 

"Dick, how extravagant you have been!" 

"Doll, the best in the world is not too good for us to-, 
day." 

"Mummie, we shall have the indigest," said Min. 
Then he added naively, "I don't mind. Susan says, 
'Enough's as good as a feast;' but, oh. Uncle Dick, I. 
have just wanted to trj' the feast once!" 
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''Give your mother some salmon and mayonnaise. 
I'm going to open the fizz." 

The meal was a tremendous success. Dorothy said 
little, but a good listener in a party of three is indis- 
pensable. Benjamin attended strictly to business; he per- 
formed all his father's tricks and one or two of his own, 
cleaning the plates conscientiously without using either 
hot water or doths. 

''Benjamin is still hungry, Uncle Dick." 

"Happy Benjamin!" murmured Gasgoyne. He lit a 
long cigar, and gazed steadily at Dorothy. 

"Enjoyed it?" 

Min answered incredulously: 

"How can you ask such a question?" 

"We have walladged," said Gasgoyne solemnly. 

"But, Uncle Dick, what ts in the other hamper? Not 
-—tea?" 

"No. Toys." 

''To}^s/" shouted Min. "Oh, Uncle Dick!" 

The second hamper was unpacked with even greater 
enthusiasm than the first. It held priceless surprises: a 
model of a racing yacht, a knife, a small box of con- 
juring tricks, and a gun-metal watch. Dorothy protested, 
but Gasgoyne laughed cheerily. 

"These are arrears; just arrears. The watch "^ is a 
cheap one, Master Min; but it will teach you how to take 
care of a better later on. I daresay you will be able to 
sail your cutter on that pool over there." 

The boy ran oflf, after thanking Gasgoyne effusively. 
The man laughed, looking at Dorothy with a twinkle in 
his eye. 

"I hate to tell a youngster to make himself scarce," 
Ihe murmured. 
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"You thought of that when you bought the boat?" 

"Of course. Now, Doll, we can talk." But for a 
moment he regarded her attentively; then, in a different 
tone, he said quietly, "The possession of that jolly kid 
has made you a beautiful woman " 

"My dear Dick, don't let's waste precious time talk- 
ing nonsense." 

"I have learnt to detest mere surface prettiness, long 

lashes, regular features But you! Gad! you're a 

wonder." 

"Dick, before the boy comes back I want to tell you 
that we mustn't meet again. I have thought it all out" 

"So have I." 

"And surely you understand " 

"That we are not to meet again? Certainly not This 
is the first of innumerable 'walladges.'" 

"It is the last," she said, with a shade of irritation. 

Gasgoyne threw away his cigar, stood up, and came 
quite near. 

"You were never a stickler for conventionality, Doll." 

"Go on." 

"That's it I mean to go on, and I won't look back. 
I always try to profit by my past mistakes and the mis- 
takes of others." 

"An excellent recipe for success as the world mea- 
sures it" 

"Just so, as the world measures it; but I don't happen 
to use the world's footrule. At least, not in private. Do 
you know that I've enjoyed the last two hours more than 
any two hours I've spent since you and I parted?" 

"I beg you " 

"I am stating a fact You are clever enough to draw 
the correct inference. I've worked like a slave, now I 
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want to take it easy — now and then; not often, but once 
a month or so." 

"You must have other friends?" 

He shrugged his shoulders, smiling grimly. All the 
bo3rishness and gladness had faded out of his strong face 
as he stood looking down upon her. Of a sudden, pity 
for him flooded Dorothy's heart She divined, as he knew 
she would, all that he left unsaid. 

"I offered you my friendship yesterday," he con- 
tinued. She confronted his glance with eyes as steady 
as his. 

"You did, Dick. And I lay awake last night, think- 
ing that it was the most unfriendly thing you could do." 

"Why?" 

"Because of Min." 

He was quick to see the joint in her harness. "Oh, 
because of Min, eh? If it were not for Min, we might 
become friends again?" 

"Perhaps." 

"Well, I'll say this to you: if Min were my son, I'd 
do what I could for him, of course, but I'm hanged if I'd 
let him interfere with my own life and happiness." 

"I see," said Dorothy thoughtfully. She heard Gas- 
goyne's rather impatient tones: "I have never quite under- 
stood you, Dorothy." 

"That is perfectly true. Fortunately, considering that 
I am a woman, I understand myself. My dearest friend 
never visits me in my own house; nor do I go to hers." 

"You count Moira Curragh your dearest friend." 

" She came to me in my trouble. You said just now 
that I was never a stickler for conventionality. But surely 
you know that the man or woman who strays a hair's 
breadth beyond the line which society has drawn must 
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sooner or later be punished for being out of bounds. 
Perhaps my punishment is that now I must walk in chains 
because of my former freedom." 

"You look as if you hugged your chains." 

For an instant her eyes blazed: then the self-mastery 
of ten years came to her defence. She lowered her lids. 

"I beg your pardon," said Gasgoyne, with real feel- 
ing. "I was a brute to say that; but it may serve to 
show you what a power you still have over me." 

He took her hand and pressed it tenderly. It was a 
lover, not a friend, who looked deep into her eyes trying 
to read what message lay there for him. She released 
herself quickly; but he saw that she trembled, that she 
was frightened. Her next words, spoken on the impulse 
of the moment, confirmed this. 

"It is you who have the power," she faltered. "Oh, 
Dick, be generous! Leave me in peace!" 

"I have the power? You admit that?" 

The gladness and even trimnph in his voice told her 
what a blunder she had made. Her teeth closed over 
her lip in annoyance. This was the result of living out 
of the world, in quiet places among quiet people who 
talked of their sport, their servants, their children, and 
what they read in a daily newspaper. He continued 
quickly, as if he wished to follow up an advantage gained 
7— the natural instinct of a fighter: 

"Doll, dear, I can't help thinking that you did in 
haste what I did. Great Heaven! you were not the sort 
of girl to wear the willow. You are flesh and blood, not 
an icicle. Because I was swept out of your life, you had 
to accept another man's love, a mate inferior to you. I 
know nothing about Armine except what the boy tells 
me; and you must have told him. He was strong, it 
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seems, and brave, and handsome. But in my bones I 
know that you didn't love him as you loved me. Did 
you?" 

She made no answer. 

"I was the first," he whispered. 

"You are speaking like a madman." 

"Doll, did you love this boy's father as you loved me?" 

She raised her eyes. 

"Yes," she said firmly. 

He drew back. Something in her glance told him 
that she was speaking the truth. He shrugged his shoul- 
ders, and let a faint laugh escape him. 

"You. are right;. I have be;pn behaving like a i^adman." 

He walked away, turning his back upon her. She 
saw that he was only defeated for the instant, that he 
would return to the assault; and her knees were as wax, 
her heart melting within her. If she raised her hand, he 
would be at her feet. And why not? A sudden reck- 
lessness seized and shook her. The life she had found 
sujSicient burst like a pretty toy balloon. She put her 
hand to her throat as if its petty round of small duties 
and amusements were strangling her. A vision of Hfe as 
it might be lived with Dick arose like an exquisite mirage 
in a desert In Winchester men and women eyed her 
askance. Her own people believed her to be a light 
woman. She had the name, and now the game itself 
was offered. Dick was rich, powerful, sure to succeed 
greatly anywhere. Under kindlier skies, in the colonies 
or America 

She covered her eyes. Dick was still increasing the 
distance between them. If he turned, he would read her 
and know. 

"Mummied' 

Her Son* II 



i62 HER SON. 

Min, breathless and flushed, stood before her. Too 
excited to notice her agitation, he gasped out: 

''My boat is sailing away, Mummie. I shall lose it 
Unde Dick! Unde Dick!" 

Gasgoyne turned as Dorothy rose to her feet 

"We must rescue Min's boat," she said gravely. 
"Come!" 

Min ran back, as they followed quickly. Dorothy said 
gently: "We ought not to have left him." 

Gasgoyne met her glance. 

"You do hug your chains," he said abruptly; "and 
your chains are his arms." 

# • • • • 

The errant boat was captured. 

"I nearly lost it," said the grateful Min. "Oh, Mumsie, 
it was an awful moment, wasn't it?" 

"Awful." 

"You looked nearly as frightened as I was." 

That night, when she bade him good night, the child 
lifted his sleepy eyes to hers. 

"Hasn't it been a perfectly splendid day?" he 
whispered. "But it might have been quite spoilt at the 
end, mightn't it?" 

"Yes." 

She answered soberly, knowing that the day had not 
been spoilt For her was the sweet consolation of a 
child's kiss; but Gasgoyne had gone away frowning. 



SPECULATIONS. 1 63 



CHAPTER XL 

SPECULATIONS. 

Dorothy returned to Rosemary Cottage three days 
later. Gasgoyne left Margate for town upon the evening 
after the picnic The question of a future meeting was 
not raised between them, but at the last moment Dick 
said: "You must let me see something of your boy. When 
he goes to a public school, I shall run down and tip him* 
I should like to give him his first gun." 

"You mustn't spoil him." 

"I am not likely to have much opportimity." 

Then Dorothy answered nervously: "I would rather 
you did not mention to Crystal that you had met me." 

"As you please; but why?" 

"I am connected in her mind, oh! inseparably, with 
a part of her life she must wish to forget" 

"By Jove! what a good sort you are! I thought 

well, never mind what I thought I'll say this: she's 
fiendishly jealous of my memory of you. All right, I'll 
hold my tongue. Good-bye." 

Disagreeable months followed. Dorothy picked up 
old habits, old conventions, with the curious sense that 
they had grown stale and unprofitable. Mind reacting 
upon body produced a physical lassitude very hard to 
overcome. For the first time in her life she began to 
suffer from insomnia and headache. Her interest in read- 
ing grew attenuated. The written word seemed so trite, 
so cheap. Susan Judkins looked at her in pitying but 
discreet silence. 
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"She'll get over it," she reflected, "we all do." 

In her youth Susan had kept company with a dashing 
artilleryman, who had forsaken her for an older and much 
plainer woman with savings. Susan had pined. She could 
remember perfectly that the taste went out of beef-steak 
pudding; but it had come back. The artilleryman took 
to drink, and her rival suffered blows and infidelity. And 
yet Susan was not as grateful as she should have been 
that she had escaped such a monster. In her hands he 
might have risen, not fallen. 

Dorothy told Moira Curragh of her meeting with Gas- 
gojme, and of the picnic, but of what had passed be- 
tween them — nothing. That astute lady drew conclusions 
from this silence not very wide of the mark. She had 
seen Gasgoyne, who had said much concerning Min and 
exasperatingly little about Dorothy. 

This, also, was significant. Lady Curragh, however, 
was emphatic in applauding the wisdom of keeping Min's 
true parentage a secret 

"He would give anything for a son," Dorothy had said. 

"If he knew " 

"And he could give Min everything which I cannot" 

"Ah, now, Doll, why put it in that way? Say to 
yourself that you give the boy all that he can't" 

Dorothy did not mention that letters had passed be- 
tween them. The first arrived about a month after the 
meeting at Margate, pat to a moment when she was feel- 
ing wretchedly blue and forlorn. In it Gasgoyne wrote 
nothing that might not have been proclaimed from the 
top of Winchester Cathedral; but the letter was so per- 
sonal, so vivid a presentment of the writer — more of the 
trained writer — ^that Dorothy, after reading . it, had felt 
that she had been listening to the man's voice. After 
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some hesitation she answered it, stipulating that such 
correspondence should be intermittent He did not write 
again for six weeks. 

Often his name, and more often his wife's, appeared 
in the society papers. Dorothy was continually reading 
paragraphs about Mrs. "Dick" Gasgoyne. Her wonderful 
frocks, her jewels, her entertainments, were described at 
length. She had become a personage. 

Upon this . also you may be sure that Lady Curragh 
had a word to say. 

"Dick doesn't care what becomes of his money. Why 
should he?" 

Dorothy thought of Min. 

She had signed a will, long ago, leaving her twenty 
thousand pounds to the boy; but, of late, realising how 
magnificently Gasgojme could provide for a son, she had 
told herself that twenty thousand pounds was not much. 
She began to compute with misgiving college bills. Her 
savings amounted to little, so little that some imp of mis- 
chief suggested the expediency of increasing them by 
changing her investments. The head of the firm of 
solicitors who managed her affairs died about this time, 
and his son and successor agreed with his client that 
three per cent was paltry interest Acting under his advice 
Dorothy experienced the delights of a flutter. It hap- 
pened that her adviser was in a position to know that 
Canadian Pacifies were likely to rise. They did rise to 
such an altitude that Dorothy made several hundreds of 
pounds. 

This unexpected piece of good (or ill) fortune put to 
flight megrims and lassitude. The colour came back to 
Dorothy's cheeks and into her life, which had become a 
sort of interminable drab perspective. An acute intel* 
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ligence rose ih arms to vanquish the bulls and bears of 
the market-place. Her luck, at first, was quite amazing. 
She had taken her winnings wherewith to gamble and, 
leaving her original fortune intact, decided to employ a 
regular broker. Most amateurs begin this way. 

If she had told Gasgoyne, he would have nipped the 
bud of speculation with a few frosty words of common- 
sense. Naturally, she did not tell him nor anyone else. 
Her transactions absorbed and amused her, but, so far 
as the business part was concerned, they exacted only a 
few minutes of time. She made no change in her life; 
although keen-sighted neighbours noted an improvement 
in her appearance. 

It would be tedious and irrelevant to give details of 
this particular phase, which came, of course, to the usual 
and sudden end. Dorothy lost every penny she had 
made, and, in the effort to recover her winnings, half of 
the precious twenty thousand pounds. Then she realised 
her folly. 

Her income being cut in half, she began to study 
seriously the art of cheeseparing. To many excellent 
persons this affords greater rapture than music, sculpture, 
or painting. A penny saved is not only a penny made, 
but also a coveted object added to an ever-increasing 
coin collection. In moments of depression, your honest 
cheeseparer can always hearten himself up by smelling 
and touching the parings. Dorothy, need it be said, had 
no such blessed consolation. She loathed her parings. 
She found herself blushing when she began to offer her 
friends milk instead of cream with their tea; she actually 
shed tears when she found herself mending and remend- 
ing Min's underclothing, now no longer of the best But 
she faced the move from her enchanting little cottage to 
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a semi-detached villa in Winchester with a valiant smile, 
imposing upon Min's credulity to such a stupendous ex- 
tent that he told Parflete: "The mater really enjoyed it." 

The move and her altered circumstances cost Do- 
rothy more than secret pangs. She lost several acquaint- 
ances who made it a point of conscience not to call upoh 
persons occupying semi-detached villas. Being a sensi- 
tive creature she felt this, although she scoffed at the 
deserters rather indiscreetly. A harder matter to bear 
was the patronising sympathy and pity of some of the 
wives of the clergy who lived in and about the Cathedral 
Close. 

Upon the other hand, both Susan Judkins and Min 
behaved with exemplary fortitude and serenity. 

"I lost the money gambling," said Dorothy to her 
handmaid. 

"It was yours to do what you liked with, ma'am." 

"It was Min's, Susan." 

" Fiddle-de-dee 1" exclaimed Susan, who with increas- 
ing years allowed herself greater liberty of expression. 
Then, somewhat shamefacedly, she added: "When I 
was walking with Alfred" (Alfred was the artillerjonan), 
"I lost four pounds fifteen a-betting on race-horses!" 

"You, Susan!" 

"Yes, me. Never, never, more than five shillings at 
a time, too. I felt rather sinfiil when the money was 
gone, but I've said since that anyway I 'ad my little bit 
o' fim." 

Min offered his consolation. 

"Oh, Min, I've lost a lot of money, and I'm going to 
turn into a horrid stinge." 

Min looked serious, but not miserable. 

"Mumsie," he declared, "you've often told me that 
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nothing was really lost that might be found again. 
When I'm big we'll hunt for your money and find it, 
by Golly!" 

Meanwhile, Min had been removed fh)m Miss Mire- 
house's select academy for children, and for some months 
had been attending an excellent school situated high up 
on Winchester Hill, where the fees, alas! were high also. 
At all costs, Min must remain at this school, whither 
Master Parflete, also, had been sent at the same time. 
The question now agitating Dorothy was: "Would Min 
be able to pass into Winchester as a Colleger?" Mr. 
Williamson, Min's master, said that the boy had the 
ability to pass any reasonable exam., but that his mind 
seemed to be set upon distinguishing himself at games 
rather than work. Still, he would do his best Gas- 
g03me begged to take upon himself the cost of Min's 
schooling. "If I allowed him to do that, I should have 
to tell him the truth," Dorothy reflected. She wrote, de- 
clining the offer with many thanks. 

At this crisis in her and Min's fortunes, they made a 
new friend. The other half of the villa was occupied by 
a Mrs. Heseltine and her son, David, one of the masters 
at Winchester College. David was a tall, thin, quiet 
man, himself a Wykehamist, but one who, according to 
authority, had not fulfilled the promise of a rather re- 
markable youth. He had distinguished himself as Pre- 
fect of Hall, taking a scholarship at New College when 
he went up to Oxford, and, later, obtaining a Fellowship 
at Oriel. 

Friends and contemporaries said that David had gone 
too fast at first. Certainly he moved slowly enough now, 
and spoke slowly, as if effort of any kind had become 
distasteful to him. Wykehamists, as a body, confessed 
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that they could not understand Heseltine, but it was ad- 
mitted that he was not to be ragged, or rather that it 
was not prudent to rag him, because, on occasion, he 
could move and speak with startling and disastrous alert- 
ness. He possessed, too, a certain Socratic acuteness in 
leading on men — Wykehamists are always men — ^to make 
fools of themselves, when he would smile, not unkindly, 
but with a sort of exasperating omniscience, as if he 
had seen motley long before it was made visible to other 
eyes. Knaves and fools gave him a wide berth. 

Mrs. Heseltine, on the other hand, displayed with 
pride the mental and physical energies which her son 
was at some pains to conceal. She was a small, brisk, 
indefatigable person, of a cocksureness in regard to what- 
ever concerned herself or her neighbours which aroused 
amazement and, too often, resentment 

A source of unlimited amusement to Dorothy, who 
admired her sincerity, Mrs. Heseltine, from the beginning 
of their acquaintance, had said everywhere that Mrs. Ar- 
mine was a charming and distinguished woman and the 
most devoted of mothers. When she repeated this in 
David's hearing, a twinkle might be discerned in his 
mild blue eyes, too heavily lidded to belong to a man of 
action. He knew that Dorothy's charm and distinction 
were synonyms for the tact and sense of humour which 
prevented her from contradicting his mother. He would 
have admitted, however, that her devotion to Min had 
captured Mrs. Heseltine's esteem and affection. 

As time passed, Dorothy came to see a great deal of 
the Heseltines. She suffered at first from the lady's in- 
ordinate curiosity. Fortunately, this curiosity took the 
not uncommon form of asking more questions than could 
possibly be answered; fortunately, also, Mrs. Heseltine 
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suffered from a slight deafness which , for the world, she 
would not have acknowledged. You will see, then, that 
a clever woman might take discreet advantage of these 
infirmities. Dorothy never forgot her neighbour's first 
call after she had left Rosemary Cottage. Mrs. Hesel- 
tine bustled in at an hour when she was certain of find- 
ing Dorothy at home and alone. 

"Well, my dear, so here you are! What a pretty 
paper! And not too expensive, I daresay? What? Eigh- 
teen pence the piece. Twelve, not nine yards, I trust. 
And chintz curtains to match it? No economy there, if 
they have to be calendered. You had to cut your carpet, 
of course. Heart-breaking, yes; and a lovely Axminster, 
isn't it? You have let your excellent parlour-maid go, I 
notice; Mrs. Judkins opened the door. Well, well, if what 
everybody says is true, I'm so sorry for you. What? My 
dear, I didn't say I believed what everybody said. And 
I told Mr. Dean that I was sure you would tell me the 
truth yourself in good time, and I'm not a sieve. You 
must let me help you. Economy is my cheval de bataille. 
I like to air my French with you, my dear, because you 
speak it so beautifiilly. You must have spent years and 
years abroad. What? Oh, oh, indeed! In Touraine, 
you say. Yes, yes, that is in the south of France, isn't 
it? I hope you weren't tempted to invest your money in 
foreign securities. The Funds are the only thing for me. 
What? You didn't How wise! You will miss your 
pretty garden, but the look-out here is not without interest. 
One sees everybody passing. Really, I believe you can 
see mord than I c^n. Now, about this trouble of yours; 
you must let me share it. Not to-day, of course, but in 
due time, as I told Mr. Dean. I feel such a keen inter- 
est in unprotected women, because I was left a widow 
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myself at an early age. Canon Heseltine died six months 
after my David was bom. And yom* little fellow? Father- 
less, too. But I never speak of these sacred things — ex- 
cept to my friends. Dear Mrs. Armine, I am sure you 
will regard me as a friend. We have so much in com- 
mon, and living under the same roof. It is a tie. And 
you won't hesitate to practise the piano at any hour of 
the day or night? I have no nerves, thank Heaven! 
Yes; we shall be a comfort to each other. And if your 
little fellow should be taken ill, you'll call on me? I'm 
an excellent doctor. Ask David. He calls me a fuss-pot, 
but he thinks me perfect, dear man. . . ." 

After the good lady had departed, Dorothy lay down 
for half an hour. 

Further acquaintance, however, revealed Mrs. Heseltine 
as a gentlewoman, inasmuch as her curiosity stopped 
short of anything approximating malicious prying. She 
wished to acquire such information as she could lawfully 
come by, nothing more. She took intense pride in her 
own household management, and asked questions of others 
to find out, primarily, if they had succeeded in doing 
slightly better than she had done herself. She kept diaries 
and account-books. She could have told you in a twinkling 
what David and she had eaten for luncheon upon any 
day during the previous decade. Her two servants re- 
garded her with awe, as possessing supernatural powers 
of divination. 

But if Dorothy learned to know and like the mother 
within a few weeks, it took much longer before she could 
make up her mind about the son. She was sensible that 
David was watching her, as she, indeed, was watching 
him. They eyed each other with calm glances, trying to 
see beneath a too placid surface. David hardly ever 



172 HER SON. 

spoke of himself. He talked of books and art. He was 
something of a naturalist and a fine dry-fly fisherman. 
But his accomplishments oozed from him imperceptibly. 
He never posed as the knowledgeable man, although his 
memory was encydopsedic. In his presence, Mrs. Hesel- 
tine would make occasional blunders; the son never cor- 
rected her, never disturbed her conviction that he — as 
she had put it — esteemed her perfection in all things. 
This, however, might arise from indifference or indolence. 
In the same quiet, nonchalant fashion, he paid his mother 
such attentions as woman rates highly. When she entered 
the room, he rose firom his chair; when she left it, he 
opened tiie door. He asked for permission to read a 
note; he ran errands; he refused dinner invitations, be- 
cause he was unwilling to leave her alone. 

Dorothy, noting these details, could not determine 
whether she admired such politeness or not. Sometimes 
the word "pemicketty" occurred to her. GasgO)me, so 
different a type, had inspired an admiration of qualities 
never to be stigmatised as "pemicketty." Comparing the 
two men, as she did more often than she was aware, 
Gasgoyne dwarfed Heseltine, and yet the seemingly 
weaker of the two had this singular virtue about him — 
he was a source of strength to others. With Gasgoyne, 
Dorothy was ever conscious of inferiority; Heseltine, on 
the other hand, inspired a conviction of power still latent, 
of possibilities, of there being a definite place in the 
world for her, which she alone could fill. In a word, he 
had the faculty of making others, most notably his own 
mother, believe themselves to be better — not worse — than 
they were. From the first he acquired an influence over 
Min, who was in slight danger of becoming a mother's 
darling. 
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"You think I spoil him?" asked Dorothy one day. 

Heseltine smiled in reply. 

"Perhaps he is too masterfiil. Isn't that a good quality 
in a boy who will have to make his own way in the 
world?" 

"Yes; if he masters himself first" 

"You see his faults plainly." 

"Because, perhaps, they are only surface faults." 

"I daresay I am too blind." 

"No; but you are too — kind." He smiled again. 

"But you like him?" He detected the note of 
anxiety; obviously Mrs. Armine wished him to like her 
son. 

"Yes, I like him; he is not an ordinary boy. 
Curiously enough he reminds me of a Mend. TTiere is 
a physical resemblance, which is nothing, but there is 
also a moral and intellectual similarity, rather striking." 

"I hope your friend succeeded; did well." 

"Oh, yes," Heseltine replied reflectively. She noticed 
that he did not answer her question directly. "I have 
not set eyes on him since he left Winchester." 

"Since he left Winchester?" 

She divined the name of the friend in time to control 
her mouth and hands. Heseltine, however, was not look- 
ing at her; he was looking back, seeing his friend. 

"What was your friend's name?" 

"Gasgoyne. We were in College together." 

"And you say you have never seen him since? But, 
surely, you have written — sometimes." 

"No. He is a man of many friends, as the Spanish 
say; he dropped out of my life. I should not know him 
if we met. We do not march upon the same road; 
perhaps, really, we never did." 
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"If you would explain what you mean by that " 

"I have studied boys, Mrs. Armine. I notice that one 
of the subtlest fonns of attraction in early youth is to be 
found in the affinity that estabhshes itself between con- 
trasting characters and temperament I was good at 
work; Gasgoyne was clever enough, but he devoted him- 
self to cricket and football. I used to covet his successes, 
and I know that he coveted mine. There was no rivalry 
between us." 

"I see. You spoke of contrasting temperaments. Did 
Mr. Gasgoyne covet your temperament?" 

"I coveted his, then/' 

"Not now?" 

"No." 

At this moment, Mrs. Heseltine came back to them. 
Some detail of household management had called her 
from the room. Shortly afterwards, Dorothy took her 
leave. Alone, she underwent a reaction, was seized with 
a physical and mental rigour which left her spent and 
fearftil. She had escaped detection so often that she 
had reckoned herself hardened to the possibility of it. 
If Dick had come to her — if David Heseltine had met 
him 

For the moment she was tempted to run away. Then 
commonsense told her that a danger marked plainly upon 
a chart loses three fourths of its terrors. In unknown 
waters lay, perhaps, hidden reefs upon which she might 
be shattered irretrievably without warning. 

Fortified by this reflection, she allowed her thoughts 
to return to Heseltine's first words: the ones he had 
spoken about Min. It came upon her with overwhelming 
force that the boy must have inherited from his parents 
much that was evil. Had she been too kind? 
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Min himself answered the question more than once 
during the following week. His master wrote to say that 
a little extra coaching would be required. A few hours 
of play during the forthcoming holidays would have to 
be sacrificed. Dorothy spoke of this to Mrs. Heseltine. 
Next day, David called upon her. 

"Mrs. Armine, will you allow me to coach your boy 
these holidays?" 

His abruptness startled her; his kindness and 
generosity warmed her heart Seeing her embarrass- 
ment, he continued lightly: "I should like to do it An 
hour, three times a week with me, and as much devoted 
to preparation. It is agreed, isn't it?" 

"But " 

"You must indulge my whim." 

"A whim?" 

"Oh, as to that, if we analyse our motives, shall I 
confess that apart from the pleasure of doing you a slight 
service I am really keen about the boy himself, partly 
because he is sudi a cheery little chap and partly be- 
cause, as I told you, he is so endearingly like my old 
friend." 

At this point, Dorothy said what she had carefully 
rehearsed. Min might speak of "Unde Dick" to Hesel- 
tine; he had broken or lost the toys, but the memory of 
that happy day at Margate remained green with him as 
with Dorothy. 

"Yes. Mr. Heseltine, it's rather an odd coincidence, 
but I know Mr. Gasg03me and his wife." 

"And his wife" was a masterly addition. 

"It's a small world," said Heseltine quietly. His eyes 
met hers quite naturally, but she thought she detected a 
dim note of interrogation in their rather misty depths. 
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''Isn't it? And, although I had not seen him since 
I was a girl, I came across him some years ago. He was 
very nice to Min." 

"You must let me be nice to Min." 

"I should be a churl to refuse such kindness." 

When she broached the subject to the young gentle- 
man there were ructions. He grumbled and growled, 
wanted his holidays free, asserted that he had worked 
during the current term, that he was doing his best 
Then, seeing a delicate frown upon Dorothy's forehead, 
he tried other methods. 

"You darling little Mumsie, I shall get in all right I 
know I shall. Parflete says it's a sitter for me." 

"Mr. Williamson, I daresay, does not know so much 
about it as Parflete." 

"It will be awful rot I shall have the sulks, Mumsie; 
and you know you won't like that" 

"I shall try to bear even them, Min; oh, my dear, so 
much depends on this." 

"Mimisie, I'm not a fool." I 

"You are trying to make a fool of me. The matter | 
is settled." i 

Dorothy put her foot down upon a squirming boy , 
who was too astonished to protest further. I 

We will admit frankly that at this period of his life J 
Master Min was bumptious. A great many foolish people 
told him he was handsome; some added that he was 
clever; he knew that he was strong, because he could 
hold his own with older and bigger boys. Williamson 
and Heseltine agreed that the young scapegrace was 
hard to deal with, inasmuch as his pleasant smile and 
genial laugh disarmed wrath and indignation. He had 
inherited from his parents an invincible optimism which 
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is a gift indeed of the gods, provided always that it is 
not abused. Also, he possessed that other great gift, so 
seldom entrusted to young creatures, a sense of humour. 
He could laugh — and did — at a joke which told against 
himself. Everybody hked him, even Dumont, the French 
master. One day Min loaded a small cannon with gun- 
powder and blotting-paper, and fired it off in the un- 
fortunate man's ear. To Williamson, Min explained: 
''Monsieur said he had fought in the Crimea, and I 
wanted to see whether he could stand fire." 

"Pm going to give him the pleasure of caning you,** 
said Williamson. 

But the Frenchman made Min feel cheap by letting him 
off the caning. 

**Mon enfant/' he said, "you will write out fifty times 
those lines from the immortal Victor Hugo: ' Quand je 
vois r Angleterre, je suis fier d'itre Franfais/ " 

Thanks to Dorothy, he had charming manners and 
consideration for others. He abhorred cruelty, had a 
mind as clean as his face, and was ever ready to take 
the side of the under dog in a fight Therefore, it is 
hardly necessary to add that amongst his schoolfellows 
he was popular. 

During the Easter holidays in which he was coached 
by Heseltine, he had his first serious love affair. A 
charmer with a tow-coloured pigtail, pink and white com- 
plexion and China blue eyes, led both him and Farflete 
captive. Farflete, being red-headed, had a right to con- 
sider himself inflammable, but he was chilly compared to 
Min. Dorothy had sympathy enough not to laugh at the 
boys, but she saw that the violence of Min's feeling was 
xe'ally amazing; and if love did these things in the green 
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tree what would be done in the dry ? A certain chill 
struck deep into her heart when she reflected that a little 
girl somewhere or other would live to take "her son" 
from her. 

Towards the end of the holidays, pride had a fall. 
The tow-headed charmer dared Min to perform some ab- 
surd feat which ended in disaster. Parilete, who was 
standing by, desperately jealous, led Min home, limping 
terribly. The doctor said the ankle was sprained. The 
coquette who caused the mischief hastened away without 
'offering her victim either sympathy or pity. Two days 
passed. Upon the morning of the third day, Parflete 
called to inquire afler his friend's health, and was shown 
into the small drawing-room where Min lay a grumbling 
prisoner on the sofa. Parflete did not shake hands, but 
he came close to Min — Dorothy being at the other end 
of the room — and hissed out, melodramatically: "I saw 
Nellie this morning: she kissed me." 

"What?" 

"She kissed me — there!" 

Then, as the furious Min slipped a sound leg off the 
sofa, Parflete turned and ran. Dorothy caught him at 
the gate outside. He looked very anxiously behind her, 
but she assured him that Min was still on the sofa and 
likely to remain there for another week. 

"Why did you tell him Nellie had kissed you?" 

Parflete, with a lively but shamefaced recollection of 
Dorothy's hospitality, hung his red head. 

"If Nellie was kind enough to let you kiss her, you 
oughtn't to tell of it No gentleman kisses and tells. 
I'm ashamed of you, William." 

"Well, I didn't kiss her, nor did she kiss me. No 
such luck. But I wanted to make Min mad Nellie 
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says she won't marry a man with red hair and 
freckles." 

He ran off. Dorothy went back laughing; she found 
Min uttering strange oaths and hideous threats of revenge, 
but when he learned the truth, he admitted that Billy 
Parflete had scored. 

"He had me, Mumsie. I wanted to kill him." 

"Really, Min, you are too absurd." 

"I wanted his blood; I did, I did." 

Then she saw that he was pale and shaking. At 
once she recalled Crystal, the scene in the DolPs House 
coming back with extraordinary vividness. She had 
supposed that he was his father's son, all his, and sud- 
denly the mother had been revealed. 
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CHAPTER XIL 
WAYS AND MEANS. 

We regret to record that Min failed to satisfy the 
examiners. The failure was a grievous blow to Dorothy, 
because she had made certain that Min would get in 
easily. To accentuate disaster, the successfid competitor 
who made least marks was coached by Williamson, and 
had been considered even by Williamson inferior in ability 
to Min. 

When the list came out, Min tried to meet disappoint- 
ment with a valiant smile. Heseltine, however, spoke 
some words that festered then and thereafter: words Min 
never forgot. The youth had rushed to Heseltine for 
consolation. 

"Fm not in," he announced. "Isn't it beastly?" 

Heseltine stared at a flushed face, a mouth still agape 
with astonishment 

"Fm very sorry for Mrs. Armine," he replied slowly. 

"Aren't you sorry for me, too, sir?" 

"No." 

"But I worked " 

"At the last, yes. But — here, give me your hand." 

He took Min's right hand, laying his own left hand 
upon the boy's shoulder, staring down into his eyes. 

"For months and months you slacked." 

"Sir!" 

"Give me your word of honour that you didn't, and 
I'll offer sympathy, plenty of it" 

Min's eyes fell. "Perhaps I might have worked harder 
at first," he admitted ruefully. 
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"Just SO. You saw your mother pinching to pay your 
big school bills; you know that she prayed for your suc- 
cess night and morning for the past two years; yet you — 
slacked." 

The contempt in his voice was the hardest thing to 
bear that Min had encountered. The flush died out of 
his handsome face, leaving him very pale. 

"You hit me when I'm down, sir.". 

"Are you really down?" 

Again his quiet blue eyes seemed to bum into Min's 
brain and conscience. 

"You have robbed the best mother in the world." 

"I shall live, I hope, to pay her back." 

"There you go again with your confounded self- 
assurance. Live to pay her back! And you may be 
knocked on the head to-morrow. Pay her back — eh? 
How? Answer me. Well, you can't answer, because that 
question is unanswerable. Pay her back indeed! Can 
you pay her back her sleepless nights, her innumerable 
little acts of self-denial? Oh, you boys, who think your- 
selves such splendid fellows; who take all you can get and 
give nothing in return, save, perhaps, kisses and words, 
both so cheap; who — bah! You make me sick." 

He turned abruptly, with a derisive laugh. It was the 
first time that Min had ever seen this quiet, undemon- 
strative man display his real feelings; and, listening to 
him, hearing his laugh, Min seemed to shrink and dwindle 
into nothing, as if Heseltine had pricked some gorgeous, 
gaily painted bladder, the counterfeit presentment of a 
jolly English boy. Min turned to leave the room, but his 
boasted strength failed him at the last moment He fell 
upon a sofa and burst into tears; perhaps the first real 
tears he had ever shed. Lying face down, he felt Hesel- 
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tine's touch upon his head, Heseltine's voice, quiet and 
kind as he had always known it, in his ear. 

"Now you are down, my poor Min. Now I am truly 
sorry for you." 

« • • . . 

While this scene was taking place next door, Dorothy 
was alone in her bedroom feeling very miserable. Min's 
special coaching had exhausted her income, and indeed 
left her in debt. To send the boy to such a public school 
as Winchester as a Commoner was utterly beyond her 
means; to send him to a cheap school, or to educate him 
abroad, filled her with dismay. 

She was looking at her bank-book when Susan came in. 

"Lady Curragh is downstairs, ma'am." 

"I had to come as soon as I got your wire," said Moira 
a minute later. "I knew how you'd be feeling. I shall 
go back this evening." 

She was very plainly dressed, and wore a thick veil. 
At sight of her Dorothy melted. 

"Doll, this isn't like you." 

"You don't know what it means." 

"I think I do, and that's why I came. You must let 
me help." 

"Never!" 

"Curragh insists." 

"As if I didn't know that in his way he is as poor as 
I am. But you're both trumps." 

"I'm sure we shall find a way out of the wood. How 
is Min?" 

"Poor Min!" 

"This may be the making of him. Doll, you must 
cheer up. And, after all, there remains his — father." 

Dorothy met her friend's glance, realising that this 
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had brought her from town. Lady Curragh continued 
quickly: "He offered to help before. It will be nothing 
to him. I can arrange it" 

"You have seen him?" 

"No." 

"Moira, I can't ask him. I can't! I can't! If I 
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"Well?" 

"I should have to tell him all." 
"And I have taken this very hot and dusty journey 
to say: *Why not?' In my opinion you must tell him all 



now." 



"Shush-h-h! Here's Min. Say something kind." 

An instant later Min rushed in, halting in some, con- 
fusion, when he saw Lady Curragh, whom he was meet- 
ing for the first time since he was a baby at Champfleury. 

"How do you do?" she said, faintly smiling, seeing 
his likeness to his father — the pose of his head, the set 
of his jaw — noting also the effects of recent storm. 

"I am so sorry for you," she added gravely. 

At this Min burst out, with his usual impetuosity: "I 
don't deserve it; I've been a beast If I had worked 
properly at first; but, Mumsie, I've made up my mind, 
I " 

He paused, glancing at Lady Curragh. 

"You can go on, Min. Lady Curragh is my oldest 
friend. She came here from town to sympathise with us." 

"You won't have to pay school bills much longer," 
Min declared stoutly. "I'm going to sea. Heseltine says 
he can get me a billet in the merchant service: on one 
of the P. and O. boats." 

"Oh!" exclaimed Dorothy. 

"P. and O.," said Min, with a twist of the lip. Moira 
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Cuiragh looked at him with greater interest Here was 
a youth who would challenge attention an3rwhere. Min 
continued: "I'm not going to sponge on you any longer." 

"You mustn't talk baby-talk except when we're quite 
alone." 

"All the same, I mean it fleseltine — he is a real 
good sort is Heseltine — says that his uncle is a director 
or something. The thing can be worked." 

"And what would she do without you?" 

Lady Curragh indicated a very forlorn Dorothy. Min 
eyed her reflectively, then with the natveti oif youth he 
added quickly: "Mumsie '11 feel it frightfully, of course, 
just as I shall, but I have to paddle my own canoe; it's 
a little sooner instead of a little later, that's all." 

"There is something in what he says," murmured 
Lady Curragh. 

The appearance of Susan with the announcement of 
luncheon put a stop to further discussion. At the table 
Min recovered his spirits. Dorothy, however, sat silent, 
unable to eat, faintly smiling at the quips of her guest, 
who drew Min on to talk of his successes. 

"I won the hurdles, the two hundred yards, and the 
long jump. That's some comfort" 

"And you're captain of the eleven, I hear." 

Dorothy sighed, with a sense of her own impotence 
to present life to this youngster in its true proportion. 
Already he spoke of his small successes as if they counter- 
balanced his stupendous failure. His invincible optimism 
had become slightly exasperating. 

"Those things don't count," she said impatiently. 
Then, to her surprise, Min exhibited humility. 

"I've been an awful ass," he confessed. "Why do I 
see that too late?" 
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"Too late?" repeated Lady Curragh. "Rubbish! 
This failure must Se a stepping-stone to success. I used 
to write that in my copy-book. How good this omelette is! " 

Afterwards, as soon as the ladies were alone, Moira 
Curragh said emphatically: "He is a dear, Doll; and he 
adores you. I never saw a more attractive boy. Much 
too good for the merchant service. A propos, who is this 
Mr. Heseltine?" 

"One of the Winchester masters. His mother and he 
live next door." 

"I see," murmured the other, but she looked as if she 
didn't. Dorothy changed the subject rather abruptly. 

"You and Curragh think I ought to tell Dick." 

"We don't say 'ought' But he is so rich." 

"You always rub that in," 

"Doll, if it came to a choice between Winchester and 
a. P. and O. boat, eh?" 

"The boy was talking nonsense." 

"Was he? I don't agree with you. It is a way out, 
and a creditable way. I don't know that it isn't the very 
best way if you really mean never to tell Dick." 

"Never?" 

"Oh, my dear, it is now or never. You must see 
that It would be so stupid to tell him later, when the 
opportunity of doing something vital had passed by." 

"If he should take him from me " 

She stood up, her bosom heaving, her lips quivering 
with agitation. 

"As if that is the least bit likely. She wouldn't 
allow that, I can tell you. She poses as a paragon of the 
virtues now." 

"You don't understand. Dick would not take him 
away in that sense, but morally ." 
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"Morally?" 

"Well, I have thought — Heaven knows I have had 
time to think! — I have thought so often of what would 
happen inevitably; yes, inevitably. Dick is a big per- 
sonality. He would capture Min, enslave him. And his 
life, that luxury, that lust for power. And it's all in Min. 
Pve fought against it If I could only add that I had 
prevailed! But he is his son — and hers," 

"And hers?" 

"She crops out occasionally. Well, now you have seen 
him, you recognise that the right stuff is there for the 
making of a man. And it means so much, ever3rthing, to 
him and to me. And you are right If his father is to 
know of his existence, it is now or never. But I'm afraid; 
I was never so afraid in my life." 

"You have made me afraid too," said Lady Curragh. 

They talked together for an hour without resolving 
the problem. Then Lady Curragh returned to town. At 
the last moment she said to Dorothy: "If you wish, Dick 
and you can meet at my house. It will be best" 

"Fll write. It was awfully good of you to come to me." 

But she did not write for nearly a fortnight 

During that time indecision tore her in two, while Min 
prattled gaily of P. and O. boats. He was very nice and 
tender to Dorothy, seeing the lines upon her usually placid 
face, and telling himself that he, the ungrateful pig and 
beast, had caused them, and that the sooner he found 
himself in his floating prison the better. Susan listened 
to him frowning, hearing the roaring gales and seeing 
waves higher than mountains. 

"Susan, you look peevish," said he. 

"I never did hold with sailormen," Susan confessed. 
"A wife in every port, they say, and more shame to 'em! 
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If you love 'em they're always at sea, and if you hate 'em 
they're always ashore." 

Meantime^ you will guess that Dorothy was asking for 
a sign. Some women play Patience to decide a matter in 
which the pros and the cons are equally balanced; many 
men toss up a sixpence. Finally, Dorothy received her 
sign, or what she interpreted to be one. Min, reasonably 
anxious to know something definite about his future, said 
suddenly: "If my father had lived, I wonder what he 
would have done with me," 

"Your father? I daresay, Min, you think, with the 
vanity of your sex, that only men ought to determine 
these great issues." 

"I was wondering what he would have decided." 

"And if his opinion clashed with mine " 

"Mumsie, how funnily you say that!" 

"You would have sided with him." 

Min kissed her. 

"No; I wouldn't, and you know I wouldn't, you rum 
little Mumsie, but I expect he'd have had his way. 
Parflete's father gets the best of Billy and his mother 
every time." 

"Min, suppose I did ask for a man's advice?" 

"What man? Not old Parflete. He's going to put 
Billy into the bank. There's Mr. Heseltine, but then he's 
a bachelor. Oh, I say, Mumsie, I've a spiffing idea: if 
you want advice from a man who knows what's what, and 
is a regular ripper, why don't you ask that friend of yours 
whom we met at Margate — Uncle Dick?" 

There was a pause for a moment; then Dorothy said 
very quietly: 

"You think that would be the wisest thing for me 
to do?" 
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"rm sure it would." 

"Then I shall do it." 

Accordingly Dorothy wrote to Lady Curragh, and 
asked her to arrange a meeting. When the letter had 
been despatched she felt easier in her mind, but the 
thought of the coming interview drove sleep from her 
pillow. A worn and white-faced woman travelled up to 
town. 

Min begged to be allowed to come with her, but she 
refused. Father and son would meet soon enough, and 
she dreaded Gasgoyne's impulses. Let him learn the truth 
and digest it before he acted on it 

In her dressing-bag lay the certificate of Min's birth 
and Crystal's letter. There had been moments when 
Dorothy had longed to destroy this evidence which proved 
that Min was not her son. In the event of her sudden 
death, Min might find it amongst her papers. What a 
shock to him! For poor Min was so absolutely certain 
that he was well bom, although he was not snob enough 
to mention, it, even to Parflete. But in a thousand Uttle 
ways he had betrayed his pride in being the son of 
Dorothy and the man who was good and brave and hand- 
some. Once he had said seriously: "You see, Mummie, 
Fve been jolly lucky in having such decent parents. When 
I look at you and Mrs. Parflete I feel awfully sorry for 
poor Billy." He was old enough now to make com- 
parisons, and, indeed, Dorothy had trained him to exercise 
his budding powers of observation. When the "people" 
of the boys at his school came down to visit their sons, 
Min eyed them keenly; and he listened attentively to the 
evidence submitted by the boys themselves. "Mills has 
a beastly pater," he would confide to Dorothy. "He is a 
sort of swell in some government office, but he drinks 
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and he bullies Mills. Mills is always glad when the 
holidays are over." Or the son of a sporting baronet 
might excite the following remarks: "Druce is a frightful 
sinner, and he knows it. Sir George is a reg'lar rip, and 
he married Druce's mother for her money. Druce knows 
it, because he says that Lady Druce never lets Sir George 
forget that She rubs it in at breakfast, dinner, and tea. 
If I had had a mother like that, what should I have 
done?" 

"I hope you wouldn't have criticised her with other 
boys." 

"I hope not; but if I was the son of that sort of old 
beast, I suppose I should be beastly too." 

Dorothy, you may be sure, pondered these puerilia, 
vowing to herself that Min must never know the truth, yet 
feeling in her heart that it would be revealed some day 
in spite of her precautions and self-sacrifice. It was, of 
course, inevitable that within the immediate future he 
should suspect that some mystery encompassed his birth 
and his reputed father's death. Already he asked ques- 
tions very difficult to answer or evade. One day he said : 
"Hav'n't I a crest? What is the Armine crest? Parflete 
tells me that all decent people have crests." 

"I've never bothered my head about such things, 
Min. We'll hunt up a crest for you when you are en- 
titled to bear one." 

"Mts. Parflete uses one on her notepaper." 

Dorothy pounced on this with delight 

"Yes. Now, between ourselves, Min, I can tell you 
this much. I know just enough about heraldry to assure 
you that a woman can't bear a crest at all. Mrs. Parflete 
has no right to use her father's crest or her husband's." 

"What a lark!" said Min. 
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But later, some months afterwards, he had returned 
to the charge with: "I say, there are some Armines liv- 
ing in Worcestershire, and I expect they're relations of 
mine. Tompkinson junior's pater shoots with them." 

"Does he? Well, perhaps you may shoot with them 
some day. I never heard your father mention these 
Worcestershire Armines." 

"Hang it! I wish we had some relations," said Min, 
with an odd glance at Dorothy. 

Travelling up to town she recalled his innocent questions. 

What, however, lay uppermost in her mind was the 
fear that Dick might resent her long silence, might up- 
braid her, deeming himself wronged and defrauded. He 
had ever held fast to what he reckoned to be his own, 
had fought for it — fiercely. He might be terribly angry. 
Setting, perhaps, an extravagant value upon Min, she was 
unable to appraise his value from Dick's point of view. 

Lady Curragh received her, and presently Lord 
Curragh came in — a tall, robust Irishman, with all the 
geniality and expansiveness of his race. Dorothy had 
not seen him for fifteen years, and the change in him was 
rather startling. 

"I'm glad to see you here," he said, adopting the 
slight brogue which he used with his oldest friends. "It's 
as bald as a coot I am, but the house is the same, and 
the people in it are proud to welcome George Fairfax's 
daughter." 

He raised her hand gallantly, and kissed it. 

The three lunched together. Gasgojme's appointment 
had been made for half-past two. He arrived punctually 
and asked for Lord Curragh, who had given orders that 
he was not at home to any other caller. The gossips 
belowstairs would think that the great man had come 
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on business. He was ushered into the library connected 
by folding doors with Lord Curragh's private room. 

The moment was an awkward one. Dick advanced 
slowly to greet Lady Curragh. Dorothy laid down her 
coffee cup, but remained sitting till the servant had left 
the room. She had not seen Gasgoyne for more than 
four years; and at once she was struck by the change in 
him. He seemed to have grown older and harder. His 
face had that set, impassive expression which journalists 
describe as "Sphinx-like." He moved rather ponder- 
ously, the pose of a man reckoned to be solid in the 
world's market-place. 

Dorothy rose to play her part in the comedy, but 
when she felt the familiar clasp of Dick's hand, something 
seemed to come into her throat Afterwards, Moira 
Curragh told her that she looked composed and at her 
ease. Inwardly, her pulses throbbed riotously. Gasgoyne 
turned from her to shake hands with his host. For a 
couple of minutes the men talked apart. 

"Come into the next room," whispered Lady Curragh, 
leading her away. 

"I am so nervous, Moira." 

^'We shall be near you. As soon as it is over I shall 
take you for a drive." 

She kissed Dorothy's cheek. 

*' Moira " 

"Yes?" 

"If he should be furious " 

"Bah! It's not that Pm afraid of." 

"Don't go yet! What are you afraid of?" 

"Doll, dear, you must be adamant, if " 

"If he claims Min?" 

"Don't be stupid! If he claims^-you." 



jL 
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Not waiting for an answer, Lady Curragh went back 
to the library. Dorothy could hear her clear tones and 
then Dick's growl, which seemed ominously threatening. 
Then the door between them opened and shut quietly. 

Dorothy was alone with Min's father. 



CHAPTER xm. 

CiESAREAN. 

Gasgoyne was the first to speak, and his voice in- 
dicated a self-possession which obviously he wished to 
communicate to Dorothy. 

"Doll, you look horribly worried. Well, you've sent 
for the right man; I'm going to take this worry off your 
face and hands at once." 

"Thank you, Dick." 

"Tut, tut! Bless me, you're trembling; you mustn't 
let things upset you so. I don't Nothing upsets me 
now, not even the new colour of Crystal's hair." 

He looked at Dorothy kindly, but his laugh rang 
false; and the woman, watching him, divined that her 
first impression was correct: he had grown hard. Would 
he be hard on her? With his usual quickness he guessed 
part of her thought. 

"Do you see much change in me?" 

She hesitated. 

"The truth, please!" 

"Dick, you look as if you had hardened yourself 
against people.'* 

He laughed again, with a curious note, of complacence 
mingled with derision. 
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"Doll, you read me easily. Yes; I'm pretty tough, 
the Lord be praised!" 

His voice softened delightfully, as he continued: 
"You're worrying about the boy. By the way, how is he?" 

"He's very well." 

"Jolly little cove! Let me see — his name?" 

That he should have forgotten his name came upon 
her with a shock. 

"George. We call him Min." 

"Yes, of course; Min. I think I've guessed your 
reason for seeing me. I offered help aiter that little 
flutter of yours, and you refused it most unldndly. Now, 
I hope, you've changed your mind, eh? And you mean 
to give me a great pleasure. I know what your feelings 
are exactly. In my way I'm as proud as you, as un- 
willing to accept assistance from others; but, Doll, Tve 
had to take it often, and sometimes I've not been able to 
make any return. Once a man who befriended me at 
aji opportune moment died before I could even thank 
him. I was greatly in his debt Now, in helping you 
and your boy, I want you to feel that I'm paying my 
debt to that man." 

It was delicately said, but Dorothy was miserably 
sensible that the speaker took an honest piide in his 
generosity. Always he had been a liberal giver of money 
and money's equivalents. That his pride was about to 
be humbled she knew also, and shrank from inflicting the 
blow. Being a woman she tried to temper its severity 
with words. 

"Yes; it is about the boy." 

He took her hands, pressed them kindl) 
couragingly, and led her to the sofa, seatJn: 
sde her. 
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"Dick, before we speak of Min, I wish to tell you 
something about Crystal." 

"Crystal?" 

At once his face hardened. 

"What I am about to tell you, you must keep from 
her." 

"Of course." He laughed scornfully. "You don't 
think that I prattle to Crystal about other people's 
affairs." 

"Perhaps not; but this is peculiarly her affair." 

"Her affair?" His interest became more acute. 

"Yes. Oh, Dick, you mustn't judge her too harshly; 
you must try to remember that she loved you, and was 
prepared to make any sacrifices to win you back." 

"Can't we cut this?" 

"No." 

The decision of her reply startled him. For the first 
time he looked upon her with an entirely different ex- 
pression. He boasted that he was generally the first to 
discern a cloud in his sky. 

"All right, but please get to the point." 

"Min is not my own son. I adopted him. I never 
married." 

"What! You are not a widow? Armine was a myth?" 

"I am still Dorothy Fairfax." 

"Go on," he said hoarsely. She saw that he was 
about to swoop on the truth. 

"When Crystal believed you to be dead, she placed 
her baby in an institution for nameless and fatherless 
children. Afterwards, she was almost forced to tell you 
that the baby died; but it lived." 

"Christ in Heaven! Min is her son!" 

He spoke with conviction, rising in terrible agitation^ 
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Dorothy rose also, trembling, and yet confronting him 
with an indescribable dignity. 

"Min is my son," she said simply, "in everything ex- 
cept the tie of blood. I adopted him according to the 
French law, and I have tried to be a true mother to him ever 
since, for your sake and for his own sake — so help me God ! " 

"You have been faithful to me always?" He almost 
choked. 

She smiled tenderly. 

"Always." Then, very clearly, she told him the story. 
When she had ended, he sank back into his chair, cover- 
ing his face with his hand. She saw that he was 
grappling with her words, straining, so to speak, his in- 
ward vision so as to perceive the truth more clearly. She 
knelt down and touched him. 

"You are not angry with me?" 

"Angry with you?" He sprang up. Then she saw 
that tears were in his eyes. "Angry with you," he re- 
peated. "Would you like me to go down on my knees 
and tell you what I think of you?" 

"I was afraid you would resent my keeping him to 
myself." 

"As if I cared tu'pence about the child; he is nothing 
to me, nothing; you are and always were — everything. 
My God! What a woman you are! And I believed ill 

of you, I " He broke off with a laugh and a shake of 

his shoulders, as if he was trying to shake off for ever 
the incredibly wrong impression he had conceived of her. 
Then, in a different voice, he added: "The irony of it 
eats into my marrow. Angry with you? Great Heavens! 
You have done more for me and mine than ever woman 
did before: renounced love, reputation, friends, family, for 
my sake; and you ask if I am angiy!" 

13* 
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"You wanted a son, so you told me." 

"If he had been ours, but he is hers." 

"You won't take him from me?" 

"Of course, you love him; better perhaps than you 
loved me." He eyed her jealously. 

"Dick, you must put such words and thoughts from 
you. Try to remember that for fifteen years he has been 
all the comfort I have had. Oh, you will be proud of 
him yet!" 

"He stands between us," said Gasgoyne grimly. "I 
see obstacles clearly, Doll, when I'm face to face with 
them. I told you once before that you hugged your 
chains. This boy has taken my place in your heart If 
it were not for him, I'd make you forget, make myself 
forget, the years that the locust has eaten, but this boy 
prevents." 

"And Crystal," she added steadily. 

"Crystal! You are right. I had forgotten Crystal." 

She came a step nearer. 

"Dick " 

"Well?" 

"Because chains, as you call them, have been placed 
upon us, because we did not make them for our- 
selves " 

"We did make them, and that's why I want to strike 
them from us, if I can." 

"But you can't" 

"All tiie same I shall try. Did you suppose that you 
could tell me this, and that it would end here? Why 
did you tell me? I forgot The boy again. You want 
me to help him^ to give him the right start So be it 
I charge myself with everything. I'll settle on him to-day 
to-morrow, the ten thousand pounds you lost on his ac- 
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count He shall be rich — my heir, if you say so; but, 
understand, I do it for you, Dorothy, not for him; for 
your son, not for mine. I do not admit his claim upon 

me for such advantages, but you why, all I have is 

yours." 

"I want him to go to Winchester, although he has not 
worked hard enough to win a scholarship, as you did." 

"Agreed." 

"Afterwards, the University, or the Army." 

"Anything you like." 

"And, he must never know that Crystal is his mother." 

"Eh? Why shouldn't he know? He's old enough 
to know." 

"Oh, Dick, is any boy brought up as he has been old 
enough, to learn that he is basely bom? It would nearly 
kill him. And I — I want him to believe always, but 
always, that he is my son." 

"He is never to know his father?" 

"It seems too much to ask." 

"That depends " 

"On what?" 

"On your powers of fibbing for one thing; on the 
chance of your not being recognised as Dorothy Fairfax 
for another; on the good faith," he sank his voice, "of our 
kind friends here; on your old nurse's discretion. Ex- 
perience tells me that the odds are greatly against any 
secret being kept that is shared by more than two per- 
sons. I see a better way." 

"Yes?" 

"Is it necessary to stand glaring at each other as if 
we were enemies instead of friends? Sit down!" 

They sat down upon the sofa. Gasgoyne took her 
hand for a moment, patted it with a gesture he had u^ed 
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when they were lovers, relinquished it with a reluctant 
sighy and said quietly: 

"I shall begin with a confession of faith. I hold that 
each man is intended to be the architect of his fate. In 
that sense I don't quarrel with the orthodox interpreters 
of the doctrine of free will. I believe also in the forgive- 
ness of sins, and in the communion of saints. I should 
be a better fellow living with you. For the rest, Christianity, 
as it has been revealed to some excellent persons, has 
not been so revealed to me. That may be my fault, but 
I'm telling you exactly how I feel. As for the conven- 
tions of society, I support them as necessary for the civili- 
sation in which we live. They are, and always have been, 
and always will be, subject to modification, and to ex- 
ceptions. We happen to be exceptions." 

"Dick, I know what you are going to say. It would 
be so much wiser and — and kinder not to say it." 

"I must say it," he replied sharply. "We are ex- 
ceptions, you and I, inasmuch as we have the intelligence 
to break the law, so-called, without injury to the common- 
wealth for whom that law was framed." 

"Dick," she looked into his eyes, "you swore before 
God and man to be true to your wife. You are about 
to ask me to help you to break that oath." 

"Yes; I swore to love, honour, and cherish Crystal: 
Crystal who lied to me. Crystal who married me under 

false pretences, Crystal " He broke off suddenly. 

Dorothy saw the passion rising in him, and wondered at 
her own calmness. Before, at Margate, her pulses had 
thrilled, her knees had trembled. She had known herself 
to be as clay. Had she changed? Or was it the potter 
whose power to mould had departed? He continued in 
a quieter voice: 
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"Dorothy, are you going to dismiss me again? God 
forbid that I should reproach you for what you have done, 
but when you let Crystal stand between us you allowed 
sentiment to overpower sense. My connection with her 
was the inevitable result of the artificial conditions under 
which we modems live. Between her and me — I swear 
this to you — the connection was regarded as temporary, 
as all such connections are. She deliberately wrecked 
our happiness, and you let her do it, because there is too 
much angel in your make-up." 

"If she had killed herself, or " 

"The threat of a clever actress! But Tm willing to 
argue the case from your point of view. If she had gone 
to the devil by a short cut or a long one, do you dare to 
affirm that any law, human or divine, would have held 
me responsible? She drove me from her. If I had 
wrecked her life, which I did not, was that a reason for 
wrecking yours?" 

"How hard you are!" 

"Yes, I am hard; but, oh! how soft I*m going to be 
to you." 

"Min lives." 

"The boy? Yes, yes; we always come back to him. 
He lives. And your coming here to-day proves that I am 
necessary to him, that you and he want the protection of 
a man. But you propose to play the ostrich, bury your 
head in the sand. Mark my words; the boy will find out 
everything." 

"No, no." 

"He will, as sure as fate. And I say better now than 
later. Doll, my dearest, have you not considered him 
enough, won't you do something for me?" The harsh- 
ness went out of his voice. "If you knew how I want 
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you You admit you loved the old Dick. He was 

rather a cock-a-hoop, bumptious ass — that old Dick who 
walked into this room a few minutes ago. You've taken 
the starch out of him. Doll, give me a chance to make 
up to you for all you have suiTered. Look here, I've a 
little plan: Let us be seen together in Paris, or where you 
will. Crystal will do the rest When she has divorced 
me — not till then, I swear — you will be my own wife, 
and I can force the world, if you care for the world, to 
acknowledge you and honour you as such — Dorothy!" 

The reproach in her face staggered him. She faltered: 
"And I asked you to help me." 

He kissed her fiercely before she could prevent him, 
and said with the brutality of a strong man: 

"Answer that!" 

She released herself quickly, but with a certain dignity. 
Perhaps at that moment, for the first time, he recognised 
her superiority, and could measure the distance between 
them. Morally speaking, as well as physically, he had, 
in a sense, looked down upon her as being a woman and, 
therefore, necessarily the weaker. His appeal to her weak- 
ness, and her answer, revealed his own. A peculiar 
radiance shone in her eyes, as if for the moment some 
subtile emanation of the spirit triumphant over the flesh 
had made itself visible. She gazed at him with a pity 
which pierced, with a sorrowfulness of regard which 
purged. 

"Oh, my poor Dick, why do you destroy yourself in 
the eyes of the woman who loves you?" 

His eyes brightened. 

"You do love me? You admit it?" 

"My love has never failed, You must know that, 
JJave J not given proofs?" 



CiESARKAN. 201 

"It IS not the world you are afraid of, you?" 

"No." 

"Is it your religion? You were never a Puritan." 

She made no answer. He guessed that she realised 
the fatuity and futility of trying to impose her convictions 
upon one who a moment before had repudiated such 
feelings. But he chose deliberately to misinterpret her 
silence. 

"I don't believe it is your religion which keeps us 
apart At Margate" — he saw her wince and pursued his 
advantage — "at Margate, Doll, your religion did not keep 
you from me. It was the boy; I saw it First and last 
my son has cut me out" 

"If I said that he was part of my religion " 

"Eh?" 

A new note in her voice challenged his attention. 

"He is part of my religion. I wonder how many wo- 
men there are in the world to whom God has been re- 
vealed in the face of a child. I will tell you something. 
When I heard of your marriage, my heart seemed to turn 
into a thing of horror. A devil got possession of me. 
I made up my mind to inflict the torment I suffered 
upon you and her. And I had my weapon: the child. 
I was tempted — ah, God! how I was tempted! — to take 
the child to both of you — you were on your honeymoon 
— and fling it and its story and my story in your faces. 
For I hated you and her, and the child because it was 
yours." 

If he had ever doubted her capacity for passion, for 
intense feeling, those doubts fled before the flash of her 
eyes and the thrill of her voice. Only a woman who had 
loved with overpowering strength and fidelity could speak 
as she was speaking, ,\j 
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"And what prevented me?" she continued in a gentler 
tone; "what drove out my devil? The child. The help- 
less child. Why? Because some Power greater than the 
evil in me looked out of his baby eyes. He reached out 
his tiny arms to me who hated him, and at his touch I 
became whole. So I say that your son is part of my re- 
ligion, but he is more. I loved you, and I love you still, 
I must always love you, and I love him passionately; not 
only because I have nursed and cherished him, but be- 
cause you, the best part of you, live again in him, and to 
watch the growth of what is fine and noble in him has 
been my joy and solace. And now you ask me to de- 
stroy my work. Let me finish. If I obey you, and obey 
the lower half of my own nature; if, to use your words, 
we are exceptions to a rule, can we keep what we have 
done secret from him? Impossible. Sooner or later he 
wiH know us for what we are — creatures of the flesh; and, 
despising us at first, he may end by following our example 
and sink lower than even we have sunk. Yes, you are 
right; it is not the world, nor the saving of my own soul, 
which keep us apart, but your son." 

She turned from him and went to the window, but 
he noticed that she trembled and moved with difficulty. 
For a reason which physiologists may partly account for, 
this evidence of weakness moved him more profoundly 
than her strength. 

"Dorothy " 

"I can bear no more; you had better go." 

"Yes; I will go. You have — conquered, even if you 
have not convinced. As for the boy, PU do what I said 
and more; anything you like. Good-bye." 

His abruptness startled her, bringing a flush to her 
cheeks. - She held out her hand, which he held for a 
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moment, and then dropped with a sigh. As he was 
leaving the room, by the door which opened into the hall, 
she called him back. Her voice trembled, her bearing 
and gestures betrayed her nervousness and distress. She 
laid her hand upon the sleeve of his coat. 

"Dick." 

"Poor little woman!" 

"You — you say that you will do — more?" 

"Yes, yes; anything " 

"You don't understand. The *more' will be a greater 
thing than the signing of cheques. You are sure that 
one day your son will know that you are his father. Oh, 
Dick, if that day comes, let him find his father the man 
I have described him to be." 

"I see." He smiled derisively, lifting his dark brows. 
"You are indeed asking for *more,' much more than I 
can promise. I am to behave myself — eh? — so as to be 
worthy of — of Crystal's son!" 

"It is cruel to say that." 

"I wish to open your eyes to the fact that I have 
only a half interest in this young gentleman who is to be 
a paragon of all the virtues. I am the good, generous, 
noble fellow, am I? Well, all the newspapers controlled 
by me say so, so it must be true; but Crystal " 

"Dick, Crystal must never know." 

"I sha'n't tell her, you may depend on that." 

She heard his firm tread in the hall, and the slam of 
the front-door. Then, after a few minutes. Lady Curragh 
came into the library. She kissed Dorothy and looked 
into her eyes. 

"Is it well?" she asked. 

"Not with him, Moira." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
OLD FRIENDS. 

Gasgoyne, on leaving Lord Curragh's house in Cnrzon 
Street, hailed a hansom and drove straight to his solicitors. 
Certainly, a factor of his success was the habit of doing 
whatever he had promised to do without hesitation and 
circumlocution. Within an hour, he had made arrange- 
ments to settle upon Min ten thousand pounds, the in- 
terest to be paid to Dorothy during the boy's minority. 
Then he walked to his splendid offices in Norfolk Street; 
but before entering the great building he paused to survey 
it — the monument of his energy, capacity, and untiring 
industry. To many men — and Gasgoyne was of such — 
stones are more eloquent than popular preachers. It 
tickled Dick's vanity to think that the Gasgoyne Building 
would endure when he was dust; that in it, issues vital to 
the empire would have their birth; that from it, as from 
the vast establishment in Printing House Square, would 
fulminate messages that might shake the spheres, that had 
shaken them already. 

He passed into his own room, where he found his 
secretary and an editor, both eager to conmiunicate some 
political news. Gasgoyne listened to them abstractedly, 
nodding now and again, but making no conmients. As 
a rule, questions would pour from his lips. Silence 
seemed almost confounding. The editor glanced at the 
secretary. 

"Have you heard anything?" he asked his chief. 

"Have I heard anything?" He laughed, "Yes, I 
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have; but it's not for publication. As for this matter, you 
must deal with it. Oh, don't bother! I give you a free 
hand." 

"It is of the first importance," murmured the editor. 

"Is it? The more credit to you if you handle it 
properly." He nodded carelessly, dismissing the editor; 
and then, turning to his secretary, added, "I don't wish 
to be disturbed for an hour." 

The men went out at once. The editor murmured to 
the secretary: 

"Never saw him look tired before. What's up?" 

"Row at home, I expect; but he's accustomed to 
that" 

Left alone, Gasgoyne sat back in his chair, closing his 
eyes, evoking the scene, carefully analysing Dorothy's 
words and their import He told himself that he had 
been premature in his proposals, that he ought to have 
listened to her, sympathised more fully about the boy, 
and thereby paved the way to another meeting. He had 
rushed in like a fool, and he was not a man to suffer 
gladly folly either in himself or in others. 

Thinking of Dorothy, his face gradually soflened, the 
hard lines fading out of it. What an adorable creature 
she was! How tender, true, and kind! With her at his 
side, what might he not achieve? He had loved her after 
she had made him believe that she had formed other 
ties; now his lov6 increased enormously as she shone, 
radiant and immaculate, out of the shadows which for so 
many years had obscured his vision. 

"She is mine," he reflected triumphantly; "she has 
always been mine." Then, frowning, he began to com- 
pare her with Crystal, who had lied to him, who had 
abandoned his child. 
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Before the honeymoon waned he had measured his 
blunder, although pity and sympathy remained. With 
what admirable art she had played her part! And be- 
cause he, too, was smarting under the scourge of fate, 
because the loss of Dorothy appeared too great to be 
computed, he had credited her with like sensibilities and 
capacities for suffering. 

An actress — and nothing else! 

But there was something else. She had loved him. 
Her love, it is true, was almost invisible now: overlaid by 
a morbid jealousy so intense, so firmly rooted in an ob- 
stinate and narrow nature, that he had long ago realised 
the utter hopelessness of trying to eradicate it. During 
the first year of their marriage, when he hardly looked 
at another woman, this absurd jealousy inflamed itself 
against his men friends, his business, his ambitions. At 
the time, he was so sorry for the poor creature that he 
surrendered his will to hers to such an extent as to make 
himself ridiculous. This happened before she left the 
stage. Perhaps he had blundered also in urging her to 
give up her profession. He smiled grimly when he re- 
flected how sedulously she had cultivated her art since 
her retirement Society — the actors, musicians, painters, 
and philanderers — who drank his champagne and paid 
court to his wife were unanimous in declaring Richard 
Gasgoyne to be unworthy of the talented creature he had 
married. For, quite suddenly, exasperated beyond en- 
durance, he had cut loose firom her domination, going his 
way with inflexible impassivity, regardless of protests, 
tears, and hysterical reproaches. He told himself that he 
had married a ''rag and a bone and a hank of hair." 
As the years passed, the rag and the bone and the hair 
— particularly the hair — became more and more con- 
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spiciious. Crystal affected marvellous gowns, padded (for 
she grew very thin), painted her face, and dyed her hair. 
Gasgojme made a success with a weekly paper christened 
The Beacon; a witty Frenchman nicknamed him Le 
Gardien du Fardl 

Presently, dismissing Crystal from his thoughts, he 
wrote a letter to Dorothy, telling her, curtly, what he had 
done on Min*s behalf. Purposely he omitted any tender 
phrase, knowing that she would miss it, that the omis- 
sion would trouble her. He signed himself "Yours 
faithfully," sealed the letter, and sent it by special mes- 
senger to Curzon Street. Then he smoked a couple of 
cigars before he resumed the normal work of his life. 

Dorothy acknowledged the letter in terms almost as 
curt and business-like as his own, which brought a smile 
to his lips. Emotion is like champagne: uncork it too 
soon, and the sparkle goes out of it. Nevertheless, he felt 
the necessity of speech. Accordingly he called upon 
Moira Curragh. 

"You are surprised to see me," he began. 

"Not at all. I was expecting you." 

"Lady Curragh, you've been an angel to us." 

His use of the plural provoked a slight smile. Gas- 
g03me continued: 

"I asked her to go away with me." 

"Bah! You say that as if you were a pasha. Did 
you really think she would go?" 

He answered moodily: 

"Yes." 

She murmured quickly: 

"Thank God she didn't." 

Something in her tone exasperated him. She con- 
veyed the quality at once the most alluring and the niost 
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infuriating to masterful men: an elusiveness which re- 
minded him of Dorothy. 

"She has chosen the blameless life," he growled. 
"She will kiss the boy, play Mendelssohn, dam stockings, 
and let that Winchester moss grow thick upon her body 
and soul." 

"If you were less violent I should like you better." 

"I beg your pardon. Am I violent? I feel so. Yes: 
volcanic, and she — an iceberg." 

"How dare you say that! And you think I shall 
repeat it to her. But I shall be particularly careful not 
to mention your name to her. Did you suppose because 
we let you meet her here that we were tacitly encourag- 
ing you? If you did, you are not as clever as I thought 
No, no, my friend; we arranged the meeting because we 
were so sure of her." 

"I have been cut out by my own son." 

This was his first mention of Min. Lady Curragh 
eyed him very keenly, but she said lightly: 

"I should like to talk to you about Min; he is the 
most delightful boy I ever saw. Does it aggravate you 
to hear that?" 

"How sharp you are!" 

"Ah! it does aggravate you. You are certainly very 
human, and I can stand in your shoes. This amazing 
story reveals Doll as a sort of angel, doesn't it? You 
feel that she can fly, and you can't And then, as com- 
pensation. Fate makes you an unexpected present of 
a son." 

"Whom I am never to recognise. Have you always 
known that he was mine?" 

"Yes." 

"You might have given me a hint" 
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"From first to last I have only considered Dorothy 
and her wishes. All the same, I protested against her* 
letting you go to Africa. I urged her to spend those first 
months with me. I objected violently to the adoption of 
another woman's child." 

"And you received my wife. I beg your pardon. 
You have been a good friend. It goes without saying 
that Crystal must never know what I know, but I have a 
presentiment that she'll find out some day." 

" She won't, if you leave Dorothy alone." 

"Why should I leave her alone?" 

"Well, if you want to join her, you must try to rise 
to her heights; she won't fall to our plane." 

"I don't quite take you." 

"Oh, yes, you do. If I were not sure that you were 
the right sort, that in your heart you know gold from 
dross, I should not have said just now that I was not at 
home to other visitors." She dropped her light easy 
manner and spoke gravely, with a feeling of which he 
had deemed her incapable. "You will not drag her down: 
that is certain, no matter how hard you try. And I warn 
you every attempt to do so will set you two farther apart. 
On the other hand " 

"Go on!" 

"If you help her by leaving her alone, by not disturb- 
ing the peace which means so much to such a woman, 
you will, oh be sure of it — have your reward." 

"Are you hinting at a life to come?" 

"Don't sneer!" 

"If you think that renunciation is. another word for 
happiness " 

"I'm not such a fool. It is another word, perhaps, 
for contentment, serenity. You spoke of yourself just now 

Her Son. I4 
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organic, but an overstraining. He concluded with em- 
phasis: 

"She must take things more quietly." 

"And if she won't?" 

The doctor looked at his nails. 

"If she won't," he murmured, "you must make her, 

or " He spread out his hands in an expressive 

gesture. 

"Make her?" Dick repeated the words, frowning. 

"Oh, there are ways and means which good husbands 
know. Quite between ourselves, my dear sir, I can assure 
you that the hearts of half the fashionable women in Eng- 
land are — er — not what they should be." 

"I can beheve that," growled Dick. 

He took his leave after a few more phrases had been 
interchanged, and, later, he said to Crystal, as they were 
driving to a dinner at one of the restaurants: 

"Skeffington tells me you must mark time for a bit 
I'll help you. Shall we cut our engagements and go 
abroad?" 

"Certainly not," she replied tartly. Then she laughed. 
"Go abroad with you? Why, we should be bored to 
death." 

"At Nauheim " 

"I don't want you at Nauheim. We may as well 
understand each other. I've had a fright You needn't 
imagine that I shall give you your freedom " 

He felt her glance upon him, and realised miserably 
that she wished him to protest and his inability to do so. 

"Why do you say these things?" 

"You never cared for me. But I adored you— 



once." 



"Calm yourself, please." 
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"What exasperates me is that you never look at our 
marriage from my point of view." 

"I have tried to do so." • 

"You understand men; how is it you know nothing 
of women?" 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

"Shall I show you my point of view?" 

"We'll be in Piccadilly in a minute." 

"Lots can be said in a minute. We are never alone 
now except when we are driving out to dine. I know 
just what you think of me, my darling Dick; I can see 
myself, a sort of distorted image, in your eyes. I am a 
liar," she felt him wince, "and an actress, and false from 
my hair to the tips of the shoes you think too small for 
me. I am vain, greedy, and I pay court to people whom 
you despise." 

"This is so unnecessary." 

"I am clever as I can stick, you know that. I'm a 
fine lady now; I go everywhere; I speak English and 
French rather better than you do; but my cleverness an- 
noys you." 

"For Heaven's sake !" 

"I don't believe you ever loved anyone except your- 
self and that woman who jilted you." 

"Mrs. Armine was a good friend to you," he answered 
steadily. Then, deliberately, he added: "I saw her the 
other day at Lady Curragh's." 

"Did you? I thought her smart friends had dropped 
her. Well, what did she say to you?" 

"She gave me to understand," he laughed derisively, 
"and very plainly, that she had no wish to renew our 
acquaintance. She is wrapped up entirely in her son." 

"All the same she's a widow; and I beliqve that if 
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anything happened to me you would make up to her. 
Because of that I'm going to take extra good care of 
myself." 

Gasg03aie said no more, acutely sensible that his pity 
for her was genuine. 

The possibility of her death, a contingency never cal- 
culated, struck him with violence, because it meant the 
adjustment of three lives. Ever since his last interview 
with Dorothy he had thought steadily of reunion with 
her; he had told himself that the psychological moment 
must come, that sooner or later she would need and claim 
him. But to leave his wife engrossed in pleasure, able 
to enjoy life, was one thing; to abandon her when she 
was weak, to aggravate, possibly, that weakness into an 
acute disease, would be the act of a heartless brute. Like 
many very strong men, physical infirmity in women aroused 
his finest qualities. Now, he told himself grimly, what- 
ever happened he must stick to Crystal. 

And she would stick to him like a limpet, outlive 
him probably, for she had a will of Bessemer steel, and 
was quite likely to pursue health as doggedly as she had 
pursued pleasure. Well — there remained ambition and 
work. 

Fate ordained that business of political importance 
took him to Winchester during term time. He wrote to 
Dorothy, warning her that he was coming, expressing a 
wish that they should meet, if possible, but leaving the 
matter in her hands. She replied saying that she would 
stay in her house and run no risks. 

At Winchester Dick saw Heseltine, greeted him with 
geniality, was charmed to find an old friend, and finally 
considered an invitation to dine and pass the night beneath 
the old friend's roof* 
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"Why not?" said Heseltine. 

"I will," Dick replied; "provided that we have the 
evening to ourselves." 

"Mother always goes to bed early." 

"You live with your mother?" 

"Yes." 

"Bless me! I supposed Mrs. Heseltine — I heard there 
was a Mrs. Heseltine — was your wife." 

"I am a bachelor," said Heseltine; then he added: 
"My mother will be so pleased to meet you. We have 
spoken of you a thousand times: followed your meteoric 
career." 

He laughed pleasantly. 

"You might have looked me up, old Sobersides," said 
Dick, squeezing his arm. 

*'Tu quoque! Well, we won't reproach each other. 
It warms the cockles of my heart to see you again." 

At dinner, alone with Heseltine and his mother, Dick 
became once more the Wykehamist, prattling of adventures 
in and out of College, using the college slang, the "notions," 
chaffing Heseltine as if they were boys with gowns tucked 
Up "watching out" for prefects in Meads. Mrs. Heseltine 
nodded, captivated by Dick's easy manners, but presently 
she began to talk herself. 

"If I had known you were coming, Mr. Gasgojme, I 
should have asked Mrs. Armine to meet you." 

"Mrs. Armine " Gasgoyne sipped his wine to hide 

a slight confusion. 

"Our Mend and neighbour: the most charming 
woman. Only a wall divides her little dining-room from 
ours." 

"You know her, I think?" said Heseltine. 

"We have met," said Dick. He wondered what and 
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how much Heseltine knew. Was he a very particular 
friend? 

"Her boy is a pupil of mine," continued Heseltine; 
"and, you know, it is curious, but he reminds me of 
you." 

"Of me?" 

"Of what you were. It rather drew me to him." 

At once Mrs. Heseltine plunged into a panegjoic of 
Dorothy, with here >and there an insidious question. At 
each of these her son slightly blushed. His mother's in- 
firmity sometimes tried his patience sorely. 

"Mrs. Armine is the most devoted mother, Mr. Gas- 
goyne, and as a wife she must have been equally admir- 
able. I suppose you knew Mr. Armine?" 

"No," Dick replied. "I never met him." 

"Mrs. Armine never mentions him, poor man, but 
they say in Winchester " 

"Mother, the Winchester gossip won't interest Mr. 
Gasgo)^e." 

"But it does," said Dick. "How rude of him to in- 
terrupt you, Mrs. Heseltine!" 

"Well, well, it is gossip, but the bishop's wife told me 
that Mr. Armine had never received Christian burial" 

"I beheve that is true," said Dick gravely. 

"In fact, one hardly dares mention it, but I was told 
by one of the canons' wives, I think, that he was eaten 
by cannibals." 

"No wonder he is never mentioned." 

"Just so; I thought you would understand, but the 
silence has created a litlie mystery as you may imagine, 
and that, together with the fact that she seems to have 
no relations " 

"Mother!" 
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"Dear David, have we ever seen any of Mrs, Armine's 
relations?" 

"She has relations," said Dick curtly. "I used to 
know some of them. Stupid people! They rather cut 
Mrs. Armine because she would not marry the idiotic 
young lordling they had picked out for her." 

"Really! how very interesting. It has made her 
position here — er — embarrassing. For her sake, I should 
like to mention, if I may, that you have vouched for " 

Again Heseltine tried to stop the too garrulous tongue. 

"Mother, I am sure Mrs. Armine needs no credentials 
other than her face and the life she has led amongst us." 

"Exactly," said Dick warmly. "And if she, out of 
pride, has chosen to keep silence, the least we can do as 
her friends is to respect that silence." 

Mrs. Heseltine closed her mouth with a sound ap- 
proximating to a snap. Shortly afterwards, she left the 
men to their coffee and cigars. Dick stared at the wall 
which divided him from Dorothy: she had sat in this 
very room, occupied the chair he was occupying: her 
presence seemed to sufiuse itself like a subtle perfume. 
Then, through the thin cloud of tobacco-smoke, he saw 
the mild blue eyes of Heseltine fixed in steady contempla- 
tion of his face. Dick turned to his host 

"An excellent cigar, Heseltine." 

Heseltine nodded. 

"My mother," he said abruptly, "is the kindest crea- 
ture in the world. I should like you to believe that in 
her way she has silenced rather than provoked any gossip 
there may have been about Mrs. Armine." 

Dick puffed at his cigar, trying to divine why Hesel- 
tine had spoken so deliberately. 

"I am sure of that," he rephed pleasantly. "One 



2l8 MER SDK. 

could not conceive of your mother being other than a 
good sort It has been delightful, this renewal of friend- 
ship. After all, the old friends, the old places, the old 
jokes are what bind us together. You must come to see 
me, and my wife," he added after a slight pause. "We 
can always put you up, you know." 

"But you will come back here, Gasgoyne?" 

"I hope so; but I'm a slave, a regular slave. Posi- 
tively, I envy you your quiet life. I'm sick of the hurly- 
burly." 

"I fit my little groove; and you fill the big place you 
have made for yourself. At times we may fed that we 
should like to stand in each other's shoes, but Nature 
made our lasts, and Nature knows her business." 

As he spoke, he saw that GasgO)me, who had changed 
his chair after Mrs. Heseltine left the room, was staring 
at a framed photograph of Min: the one similar to that 
in Lady Curragh's possession. 

"Mrs. Armine's boy," said Heseltine. "I told you 
there was a look of you." He rose, took the photograph, 
and placed it in Dick's hands. 

"So there is. But I was a conunon type." 

"You? Not in this country." 

Heseltine replaced the photograph. After that the 
talk flowed pleasantly back into Meads and College Street. 
The name Armine was not mentioned again. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

MRS. GASGOYNE LEAVES TOWN. 

Shortly after his visit to Winchester, Gasgoyne wrote 
to Dorothy telling her of what had passed at the Hesel- 
tines. 

"Of course" (he added in conclusion) "you will decide 
what you think is best, but it seems to me that in with- 
drawing so completely from your own world you have 
whetted rather than blunted the tongues of the gossips. 
At any rate, you admitted to the Heseltines that you 
knew me, which was wise. Is there any reason now why 
we should not meet occasionally? Heseltine has begged 
me to visit him during the next May-fly season. I should 
like to see something of the boy, who is often in my 
thoughts. . . ." 

To this, after much consideration, Dorothy replied, 
that, under cover of his friendship for Heseltine, the risk 
in seeing the boy occasionally might be considered too 
small to be taken seriously. But, in her heart, Gasgoyne's 
determination to invade her sanctuary filled her with fears. 
Her intelligence, the more acute as she grew older, told 
her that Dick was behaving selfishly, and yet the ad- 
mission that he did think of his own son, that he wished 
to see him, was surely the most natural thing in the 
world. Lastly, she had faith in his ability and tact: the 
^atr of the trained journalist 

To make things easier, Heseltine had been given 
conunand of the house where Min boarded, Dick could 
run down to visit his friend, meet half a dozen boys, give 
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a "feed" and a tip, and depart without arousing the 
smallest suspicions. 

This happened several times during the course of the 
next twelve months. Dick, as an Old Wykehamist, sub- 
scribed munificently to College institutions; Winchester 
welcomed him with open arms as a distinguished son. 

But Dorothy and he met seldom. Upon the first 
occasion, it became plain to the woman that the man had 
accepted the situation. Dick spoke curtly of his wife. 
"She has had a breakdown, you know: heart; but she's 
keeping herself in cotton-wool for the moment." 

"If she should come here " 

"She won't; 111 see to that" 

"If she met Min?" 

"Nothing would happen." 

Then, very nervously and with a hesitation absolutely 
alien to him, he added: "You know, Doll, personally, I 
believe in facing things. As Susan says, you have made 
a hole-and-corner affair of this. If you hadn't, we should 
be together to-day." 

She did not reply, but her fingers trembled; at once 
Gasgoyne was seized with remorse. 

"I'm ashamed of myself," he whispered, "forgive me!" 

"I like you to speak out what is in your mind." 

"The past is past. I am thinking of the future. You 
are frightened out of your life, I can see, lest Crystal 
should discover the truth. Now, between ourselves, what 
do you suppose would happen if she did?" 

"If she asked for Min, whiatever my legal claim might 
be, I should give him up." 

"She wouldn't ask." He laughed very bitterly. "You 
dear woman, you ought to meet Crystal; it would relieve 
your mind. Having once thrown her cap over the wind- 
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mill, she, so to speak, wears hats with strings and keeps 
the strings well tied. She has actually persuaded some 
old tabbies to believe that there were two Crystal Wrides: 
one an immentionable young person who danced in pink 
tights, and the other the Mademoiselle Nitouche of 
comediennes. I assure you she has made a fetish of re* 
spectability." 

"And why not, Dick? You are the last man in the 
world to blame her for doing so." 

"I don't blame her. But I want you to understand 
that she would never acknowledge a son who — well, who 
was placed in an Institution for Little Mistakes." 

"She might tell Min." 

"Why?" 

Dorothy blushed, too honest not to give her reason. 

"If Crystal knew the truth, she would be furious be- 
cause she would regard Min as a link between you and 
me. She would discover that I had not married, that — 
oh! why do you force me to ftiake these humiliating ex- 
planations?" 

"I beg your pardon," he said contritely. "Crystal 
says I don't understand women. I don't understand her 

very well, but you " He broke off, with a shrug of 

the shoulders, continuing in a different tone: "I told 
Crystal that I had met you at the Curraghs." 

"Oh, Dick, was that necessary?" 

"Yes; I wouldn't run the risk of her hearing it from 
anyone but me. And I told her the truth, too: that you 
were wrapped up in Min and quite indifferent to one 
Richard Gasgoyne." 

Dorothy smiled faintly. 

"And you believe that she believes that? Oh, Dick I 
What a lot you have to learn yet about — us." 
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"i'm willing to go to school again with you." 

She changed the subject, and soon after they parted, 
but, next day, happening to meet Heseltine, she noticed 
that he eyed her keenly, with an odd interrogation in his 
glance. During these years she had come to regard the 
quiet, silent man as a friend, but now and again he 
puzzled her. She had fallen into the habit of consulting 
this philosopher, whose quiet monotonous life formed such 
a contrast to Gasgoyne's varied and variegated career. 
Time was — in the old Helmingham days — when small 
beer had been esteemed the flattest beverage, now she 
had a palate for it. Even uninteresting people interested 
her, as if the demand for her sympathy had created the 
supply; her life remained sweet, when it might have turned 
sour, because its current percolated everywhere, feeding 
and fed by other streams, ebbing and flowing placidly, 
but never stagnant. 

Shortly after Dick's first visit. Crystal — as Dorothy 
had foreseen — did travel down to Winchester^ and, without 
warning, called upon Dorothy. Fortunately Min was at 
school. Susan opened the door, and in the resplendent 
figure standing upon the threshold failed to recognise the 
visitor. 

"Why, it's Susan Judson," said Crystal. 

"Judkins," replied the ancient handmaiden, with a 
sniff". Crystal's slightly high-pitched tones were un- 
mistakable. 

"Is Mrs. Armine at home?" 

"I'll go and see," replied the cautious Susan. 

In another minute the two women met Dorothy was 
wearing one of her oldest and shabbiest dresses; Crystal's 
frock — later she spoke of it lightly as that— had cost 
nearly two thousand francs in Paris. Crystal's air, too, 
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her assured bearing, her quite admirable entrance into 
the pretty little drawing-room, amazed Dorothy. Instantly 
she perceived the actress: the counterfeit presentment of 
the "fine lady." almost but not quite the real thing. 

"Dick told me you had returned to England and were 
living here. I had to come and see you." 

They shook hands, and Crystal sat down, taking note 
of her surroundings with a slightly patronising lift of the 
eyebrows. 

"What a charming room!" she said, with the assumed 
indifference of the well-bred. Then, abandoning her 
Carlton House Terrace manner and in the eager impatient 
voice that recalled irresistibly Vauxhall Bridge Road, she 
added: 

"You know that the child died?" 

The suddenness of the question brought a flush to 
Dorothy's cheeks. She replied evasively: 

"So Mr. Gasgoyne told me." 

Crystal laughed. 

"Do you think of him as Mr. Gasgoyne?" Without 
waiting for an answer she continued: "I never let Dick 
know that I left the kid in an institution. I couldn't. 
He's the sort to resent that. I let him believe that the 
little thing had died soon after it was bom. But you 
know better. And as you were always a good sort — 
much too good for that matter — I thought I'd run down 
to warn you to be careful. You might quite unintentionally 
give me away. It would make mischief between us — 
make things even worse than they are." Her defiant 
laugh rang out. "And there's Susan. I suppose she's 
not Ukely to gabble?" 

"Not in the least." Then, with the colour still in her 
cheeks, for such evasions were odious to her, she said 
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quietly: "I can promise you, Mrs. Gasgoyne, that I shall 
not make mischief between you and your husband, and I 
shall certainly tell him nothing that he does not know 
already." 

"Thank you; Pm much obliged." Crystal eyed 
Dorothy very sharply. "I say, you've not changed much. 
You don't look the widow or the matron. You've taken 
good care of yourself. But it must be deadly dull here. 
And you have a cemetery over the way," she shuddered; 
"as if graves weren't always near enough." 

"If your baby hadn't died," said Dorothy slowly, 
"would you have taken it back when you married, and 
acknowledged it?" 

"No!" the monosyllable rapped out with startling 
emphasis. "I'm glad it died. I suppose you know that 
now I'm an ornament of fashionable society: that's what 
some of the reporters call me. Oh, I can let myself go 
with you: it does me good. I've left the stage, but, bless 
you, I've kept my hand in. And I've done better work 
on velvet pile carpets than I ever did on the boards. Of 
course one misses the pit and gallery, but I'm always 
playing to the stalls." 

"And how are you?" 

"How am I? Oh, perfectly well, of course. I always 
say that to other women: it annoys most of 'em; but to 
you I don't mind admitting that I'm rather seedy. When 
I'm not made up I look a wreck. I don't complain. 
Most people would say I've had a good innings. Some 
of them would stare, though, if they could hear me 
babbling away like this to you." 

The old vitality which had challenged and then 
enchained Dorothy's interest still flared in her eyes. 
Dorothy sat beside her, listening to a recital of triumphs 
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on the stage and in society, but sensible that beneath the 
bubble and froth of words lay deeper currents. She 
guessed at once that Crystal had taken a rather tiresome 
journey to accomplish more than the obtaining of a 
promise that no mention should be made of the Institution 
for Little Mistakes. Presently, Crystal said lightly: 

"Dick told me you had snubbed him. Pm so glad." 

Dorothy rephed tranquilly: "I am leading, as you see, 
A very quiet simple life." 

"You never really forgave Dick, did you? That's why 
you married somebody else so soon?" 

Crystal was clever, but not quite clever enough to 
analyse the hesitating utterance of one who is forced, 
perhaps unwillingly, to smother emotions. 

"Need we discuss that?" Dorothy murmured. 

"Pm glad I came," said Crystal, rising. Then, hardly 
stifling a yawn, she added: "You've turned into a sort of 
saint, eh? I suppose you potter about this moth-eaten 
old town, carrying soup to the poor, and all that? Well, 
good-bye." 

"Good-bye," said Dorothy. 

"You're a bit frigid. Dick didn't like that, I'll bet." 
She showed her beautiful teeth.^ "And I'll just whisper 
this to you: you had a lucky escape from Dick. Yes, 
you did. He's absolutely selfish, wrapped up in his own 
affairs,' and finding his pleasures anywhere and everywhere 
except in his own home. So long!" 

With a swish of her silk skirts she was gone. 

Let us admit candidly that after this visit Dorothy 
had a bad time. One hardly likes to set it down, but it 
is possible that Dick might have found her without resis- 
tance had he presented himself in those first abominable 
moments. She found herself examining her pretty furniture 

Her Son, 1$ 
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and beloved prints with a vague irritatioii and dislike, and 
yet the dominant feeling — or shall we say the one that 
in the end overpowered all others — was the reflection that 
Crystal had not seen Min, nor asked a single question 
concerning him. 



Meantime she had told the boy that the money to 
pay for his education was part of an unexpected l^acy, 
and that she expected him to exhibit his gratitude by 
making a special effort. During the first year at Win- 
chester, however, it seemed as if such expectations had 
fallen upon absolutely barren soil. Min became pre- 
eminent in games, and a leader amongst the fags. His 
high spirits, his disregard of authority brought him count- 
less "lines." He tried to work, but public opinion in his 
house (before Heseltine took command) condenmed such 
endeavour. Dorothy passed sleepless nights, but Heseltine 
assured her that the boy "would come out all right in the 
end." The tutor reckoned upon Min's love for Dorothy 
and his genuine remorse at causing her unhappiness. 
Meantime, he undertook the breaking of this wild colt, al- 
though the young animal had no idea how slowly and 
carefully the lunging and bitting were accomplished. For 
Heseltine's methods were unostentatious; but his slightly 
derisive smile became at times a burden upon the mind 
and memory. Wykehamists admitted the impossibility of 
humbugging him. At the end of Min's third term, he 
showed Heseltine, with enormous pride, a silver cup he 
had won against competitors older and bigger than him- 
self. Heseltine glanced at the cup and then at the 
triumphant Min, who had been reported as "unsatisfactory, 
indolent, and grossly careless" by his mathematical master, 
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mathematics — let it be said — being the subject in which 
the boy had displayed marked ability. 

"Not bad, sir," said the jubilant Min. "My mother 
will be rather pleased about this." 

"Will she?" murmured Heseltine; then smilingly he 
added thoughtfully: "I'm sure Susan Judkins thinks you 
a tremendous fellow!" 

Min had the grace to blush, and when he showed 
his trophy to Dorothy he muttered sheepishly: "I wish I 
had done better in that beastly algebra." 

Behind Heseltine's back, very small boys indulged in 
such withering sarcasm as: "Old Hazel is tied to his 
mammy's apron-strings," because mother and son were 
seen walking together in Meads, when other masters were 
playing racquets or fives, but one aftemocxi Min heard 
Heseltine refuse a day's trout fishing on the plea that he 
had promised to take his mother for a drive. The amazed 
Min protested: 

"I say, sir, there's a splendid lot of fly on the water; 
you won't have a better chance this year." 

To this Heseltine replied drily: "You're devoted to 
your mother, aren't you, Min?" 

"Why, yes, sir, but " 

"And so am I to mine. It's a bond between us. 
There are lots of trout, but few mothers. Run along!" 

Min, however, moved off very slowly, and the next 
time an allusion was made in his hearing to Heseltine 
and apron-strings, the speaker — much to his indignation 
— had his arm savagely twisted. 

• • • • t 

Af)£r a couple of years had passed, it became more 
and more evident that Gasgoyne's affection for his son 
was fructifying. Min, on his side, had developed hero- 
es* 
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worship of the celebrity who treated him with unvarying 
kindness and a familiarity untainted by patronage. Dick, 
warned by Dorothy, was friendly with other Wykehamists, 
but Min knew that he was a favourite. 

One day he said to his friend Parflete, red-haired 
and eccentric as ever: 

"Mr. Gasgoyne has tipped me a fiver." 

"Vm hanged if I can understand why he's taken such 
a fancy to you." 

"It is rather odd." 

Parflete considered for a moment, then he said with 
a significant wink of his sound eye: "A fellow gave me a 
watch once. It didn't go, because I took it to pieces the 
first day I had it That fellow had only seen me twice, 
but I found out afterwards he'd been spoons on my mater. 
Twig?" 

A vision of a stout lady with black hair, worn in Ma- 
donna bands, tightly drawn back from a face whose tint 
indicated dyspepsia rather than rude health, confronted 
Dick. 

"Spoons on your mater?" he repeated. 

Parflete caught an inflection of incredulity. 

"My mater was jolly good-looking — once," he said 
angrily, 

' "Of course," Min eagerly assented. "And, by Jove! 
you're right, Billy. I'll bet my boots that Mr. Gasg03me 
was spoons on my mater." 

Saturated wiUi this illuminating discovery, he rushed 
to Dorothy. 

"I know why Mr. Gasgoyne is so jolly decent to me," he 
told her. "I've found you out; oh you sly, little Mummie!" 

Then, delighted with her ready blush, he kissed lier 
and whispered: 
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"Mr. Gasgojme was spoons on you once, now, wasn't 
he?" 

"Yes," said Dorothy, gravely. 

"And yet he married a holy terror." 

At his tone she took alarm. 

"What do you mean? Have you seen Mrs. Gasgoyne?> 
She was a beauty, a famous actress." 

"She paints her face," said Min disdainfully. "One 
of the men in my house knows her quite well. Whatever 
she may have been, she's now a caution to snakes." 

"Don't let me ever hear you speak of any woman in 
that way," Dorothy commanded; and Min was so aston- 
ished that his voluble tongue seemed to be paralysed. 
He had hoped that Dorothy would let him have a glimpse, 
at least, of some lavender-scented romantic page. As 
usual, she had shied away from the past with unaccount- 
able violence. And for the thousandth time her silence 
intimidated him (about the only thing that did). Very 
dimly he began to perceive suffering and disappointment 
beneath a smooth skin and behind clear eyes. Min was 
now seventeen and approaching manhood rapidly. 

During that summer term an incident occurred. The 
young man discovered what the boy had been too blind 
to see, to wit that Dorothy had made concrete sacrifices 
for his sake. One day he remembered with vividness a 
cross of handsome diamonds which she had inherited 
from her mother. 

"You never wear your cross," he said. 

"Don't I?" Dorothy smiled. "Well, Min, you are old 
enough to know that I sold it." 

"Sold it! Why?" 

She hesitated for a moment; then, with a slight flush, 
she said quietly: "To pay my debt to Mr. Williamson." 
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The colour died out of her cheeks and flamed in the 
young man's. 

"Did you sell the 'Cries' to pay my school bills?" 

The "London Cries," a fine set of thirteen prints, 
used to hang in the drawing-room. When they dis- 
appeared other and less valuable prints took their place, 
and Min was made to understand that Dorothy had been 
playing "swops." 

"Yes: they had to go too." 

"Oh, mother!" 

He kissed her and murmured a few tender words, 
but doing so remembered what Heseltine had said about 
kisses and words being cheap. 

A fortnight afterwards Dick Gasgoyne came to Win- 
chester to see the Eton match, held that year at Win- 
chester. Min took part in this tremendous contest in 
which, for the first time in many seasons, Winchester won 
a glorious victory. He played a very useful innings, and 
was almost embraced by Heseltine, who quite abandoned 
his usual chill composure. Then Gasg03me, taking Min 
aside, told him he was going to present him with a gun. 

"Oh, sir, how awfully generous of you!" 

Dick laughed, delighted with the young fellow's eager, 
grateful face. 

"And I shall give you some shooting. Hullo! what's 
up?" 

His quick eye had detected a passing cloud, suc- 
ceeded by a vivid flush. 

"Mr. Gasgo)me, I suppose you'd think me a beast if 
I asked you for — for the money instead?" 

"Eh? Money? You're not in debt, are you? Tell 



me." 



"Yes: horribly." 



J 
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"You young rascal! To whom?" 

"To my mother." 

Dick's face cleared, but his thick dark brows ex- 
pressed interrogation. 

Hurriedly, yet haltingly, Min explained: reciting the 
facts about the sale of the diamond cross and the 
"Cries." Gasg03me nodded. Then he laid his hand 
upon Min's shoulder. 

"If I send you a cheque, what will you do?" 

"Spend it on diamonds." 

"Um! I think we'd better buy those diamonds to- 
gether, and do a play at the same time. What do you 
say?" 

This programme was carried out at the beginning of 
the sununer hoUdays, Crystal being absent at the time. 
Min came back to Winchester with a fine diamond ring 
in his pocket He said with a gay laugh: "You see, 
Mumsie, my old gun will do jolly well for the next five 
years. Let me slip on the ring and wish you everything 
good under heaven." 

She kissed him, murmuring: "My dear son, my dear, 
dear son." 

As he grew older, he discussed with her subjects 
which revealed his maturing ideas and judgments. Since 
the famous affair with Nellie, he had adored half a score 
of charmers. Dorothy was always the sympathetic con- 
fidante of these amorous adventures. But one day, to 
her extreme dismay, he began to talk of illicit love and 
its consequences. Long before, when he was a small 
boy, he had asked, d propos of some passage in English 
history: "Mmnsie, what is a natural son?" To this Do- 
rothy replied categorically: "A natural son, Min, is a 
child whose father and mother have never been properly 
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married." Min, at that time absolutely imiocent, digested 
this information for at least a minute before he said, with 
a quip which indicated humour: **Why aren't they called 
unnatural sons?" 

But a child of ten can be pushed gently from thin 
ice, or be forbidden to approach it With a young man 
of seventeen, questions must be met squarely. 

Upon this particular occasion, they had ascended the 
hill crowned with trees which rises to the south-west of 
Winchester. Below lay the ancient town, slightly ob- 
scured by haze and mist, out of which crept the Itchen, 
that silvery stream beloved by anglers. Upon the other 
side of the city, silhouetted against the evening sky, black 
and sinister, the tower of the county gaol frowned grimly 
upon the soft red-brick houses at its base. That morn- 
ing at eight o'clock a woman had been hanged for the 
murder of her baby. The case, a cause cdebre, en- 
grossed the sympathy and pity of all England. Desperate 
efforts had been made to obtain a reprieve, but the Home 
Secretary, fortified by the support of the judge who tried 
the wretched woman, remained inexorable. Dorothy saw 
Min's eyes resting upon the tower, and guessed his 
thoughts. 

"What beasts there are in the world!" 

"Don't think of her as a beast," she whispered. 

"Her? I was thinking of the man who betrayed 
her, of the man who escapes scot-free! I'd like to kill 
him — with my own hand." 

As before, she was vouchsafed a glimpse of Crystal. 
These gusts of passion were rare with Min, and therefore 
the more impressive. 

"If anybody belonging to me were treated like 
that " 
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"My dear Min, you mustn't get so excited." 

"I can't help it, mother. Why, you look quite scared. 
It's the injustice of it that maddens me. Is there one 
law for women and another law for men?" 

"Yes," said Dorothy slowly. "Eastern women under- 
stand that better than we do. The purity of the race 
lies in the hands of the women, and a violation of that 
purity is a greater offence in a woman than in a man." 

She spoke dreamily, giving utterance to an opinion 
often carefully considered, not remembering for the mo- 
ment the particular instance of Min's birth. 

"It would be easier for you to forgive the man in 
such a case as that," he indicated the gaol, "rather than 
the woman?" 

"Yes." 

"I am surprised." 

A new note in his voice challenged her attention. 
Perhaps, for the first time, she regarded him as a man, 
and as such one who was entitled to an opinion which 
he would not lightly relinquish. Then, in full flood, the 
significance of the subject in the mouth of Crystal's child 
almost swept her away. 

"He went away and left her," continued Min, scarlet 
with indignation, "and he was not an ignorant man. 
Some people would call him a gentleman. A gentle- 
man!" 

"If he didn't— know " 

"That aggravates it. He ought to have known. And 
you, of all the women in the world, you defend him." 

"Min, you are too young and too inexperienced to 
throw stones; and what makes it worse in your case is 
that you are such a good shot." 

She touched his arm, smiling pathetically, but he 
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still regarded her frowningly: wonderiog why even the best 
of women was so hard upoci her mm sex. 

"It's faickf the baby is Sead," he muttered. "That 
was the kindest thing the mother could do to it, to 
murder it!" 

"Don't say that!" 

He gazed at her in astonishment; her eyes were wet, 
her finely formed fingers trembled. In a vague fashion 
he apprehended trouble, some dark shadow behind this 
gracious tender figure. Regarding her he began to 
stanmier: "Why, mother, what is it? Surdy you agree 
with me. In our civilisation what place is there for a 
basely bom child, the son of a gentleman and some 
wretched waif?" 

She answered him slowly, weighing each word, trying 
to speak impersonally, to throw the fine dust of general- 
ities into the artless eyes looking into hers. 

"There is a place here for such, my son: a place 
that can be filled worthily, in spite of disabilities. And 
Nature is sometimes kinder to these poor love-children: 
often they are stronger, healthier, more beautiful than the 
others. I have heard my father say so." 

Of late years, she had ^oken several times of her 
father to the boy, describing his life and his indefatigable 
labours on behalf of the poor and infirm; but she had 
kept secret his name, or rather, she had cut off the Fair- 
fax, leaving the Middleton, his second name, which he 
had never used. 

"All the same," replied Min, after a pause, "if it were 
me, I'd sooner be dead." 

He rose abruptly, and moved a few paces away, turn- 
ing his back upon the woman, who gazed after him with 
troubled, mournful eyes. 
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CHAPTER XVL 
COUSIN AMY. 

During ten years Dorothy had built up a substantial 
position in a censorious and gossip-mongering community. 
She would have been the first to admit that the task 
was entertaining. Her mind, ever alert, found distraction 
in the exercise of tact and discreet silences. More than 
once she had trembled upon the ragged edge of dis- 
covery, had gazed quaking into that abysmal void into 
which are flung the socially unfit; but she had escaped 
recognition as Dorothy Fairfax so long that perhaps she 
was not imreasonable in considering herself immune. 

The always impending sword fell suddenly. 

She was drinking tea at the Deanery, in the pretty 
rocnn which looks out into the Close. The dean's wife, 
Mrs. Chatfield, reckoned herself to be Mrs. Armine's 
friend; but the fact that Dorothy withheld confidence 
respecting her past had rankled in the august lady's 
bosom. Nevertheless, capacity for such work as Charity 
Organisation, for playing the piano at Church concerts, 
for pl3ring her needle with Friendly Girls, and like accom- 
plishments, had captured respect and affection. 

Dorothy was alone with her hostess when the door 
opened, and the butler, in that voice of sonorous dignity 
which lends itself so admirably to the presentation of the 
illustrious, said loudly: "The Countess of Ipswich." 

Afterwards, Dorothy wondered whether she would 
have recognised her cousin Amy, once so slender, so be- 



236 HER SON. 

comingly (her mother's adjective) modest, so charac- 
teristically the young English "Mees," in the majestic 
figure which swept into the Deanery drawing-room. Dur- 
ing the moment when Mrs. Chatfield was greeting her 
visitor, Dorothy realised the impossibihty of escape, and 
suDMnoned all energies to confront her cousin. Two 
possibilities presented themselves. Amy, pulpy-witted 
Amy, might have forgotten her, or, remembering, might 
possess wit and tact enough to dissemble. Then Mrs. 
Chatfield said: "So kind of you to look me up: I heard 
you were stopping with the dear Andovers. May I intro- 
duce a friend of mine, Mrs. Armine? Mrs. Armine — 
Lady Ipswich." 

"Gracious! It's DoUie." 

"How do you do. Amy?" said Dorothy. 

The cousins shook hands; Amy very flushed of coun- 
tenance, Dorothy, pale but calm: a slight smile upon her 
lips. Mrs. Chatfield stared from one to the other. Her 
first emotion was one of gratified vanity, because she had 
supported a stranger who apparently was on intimate 
terms with a great lady. Then she saw the great lady's 
purple cheeks, and suspended judgment. Amy, it has 
been said, had divided most of the past fifteen years be- 
tween the nursery and the kennels. She adored her 
children and her terriers, which proves she had affections. 
Moreover, at one time she had loved and admired 
Dorothy as a sister. Now, looking into Dorothy's face, 
slightly faded, but with that unmistakable expression of 
spirituality and dehcacy which made her a more beautiful 
woman at eight-and-thirty than she had ever been in her 
teens. Amy told herself that here was a noble opportunity 
to befriend the outcast and fallen, now living, apparently, 
in the odour of sanctity. Behind this lay, of course, the 
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amorphous instinct to — as her mother had once put it — 
hush things up. Acting upon these reflections, she bent 
forward and kissed her cousin's cheek. Into Dorothy's 
eyes crept a tiny smile of amusement. She understood 
her Amy. 

"We have not met for an age," said Amy. "Are you 
living here, dear?" 

"Alone with my son; yes." 
. "Of course — your son. Shall you be at home to- 
morrow?" 

"Yes," Dorothy replied, after an instant's hesitation. 
Then she mentioned her address, which Amy repeated. 
Mrs. Chatfield's slightly congested eyes cleared perceptibly 
as she heard Dorothy's inquiries concerning the Helming- 
hams and Amy's replies. 

"Poor Papa! He is a confirmed invalid. And 
Manmia — as devoted as ever! Such an example! We 
lead very humdrum lives. Teddy, as you know, hates 
town." 

Mrs. Chatlield smiled for the first time. It was com- 
forting to reflect that Mrs. Armine knew Teddy. Dorothy 
took her leave, wondering what Amy would say as soon 
as she was out of hearing. 

Next day. Amy herself furnished this information. 

"My dear, I had to answer questions. Oh! I was 
discreet, you may be sure. And in these cases the truth 
is not best, is it?" 

"The truth?" 

"I admitted frankly that we had not met because of 
your— er — marriage with — ahem! — Mr. Armine." 

"Oh!" 

"And I laid a little stress upon your independent 
.ways as a girl, and your upbringing " 
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"You mentioned my father's name?" 

"Of course not. Mrs. Chatfield would have hunted 
it up in the 'Peerage.' " 

"You have tried to make things easy. Pm much 
obliged. Do tell me about yourself and your children." 

Upon these congenial topics Amy spoke volubly for 
nearly an hour. Her eldest son was at Eton, and gCHng 
into the Guards; he was the dearest fellow, and her girls 
were very satisfactory — not too dever, but so amiable and 
domestic in their tastes. Alicia, the younger, drew quite 
too delightfully in water-colours. . . . 

Dorothy listened to this artless prattle with an un- 
comfortable sense of envy and jealousy, not because the 
speaker was a countess and a rich woman, but f(»r the 
subtler reason that every word which fell from her lips 
indicated the possesion of a position in her county and 
family which nothing eould assail. 

For Dorothy never doubted that recognition meant 
renewal of gossip and a notoriety which might end in 
catastrophe; it meant also questions upon the part of Min 
to be answered evasively or with humiliating fibs. Finally 
Amy rose, serene and majestic. As she kissed Dorothy, 
she murmured confidentially: "Bygones are bygcmes, my 
dear. Shall I ask Flora Andover to call?" 

"No, thank you." 

"She had heard of you. She told me that Mr. — er — 
Armine had been eaten by cannibals, and that was why 
his name was never mentioned. Dorothy, you have 

managed so cleverly, and you look ^How you have 

kept your complexion is quite amazing 1 And — your 
figure! And everybody here seems to speak of you in the 
highest terms. Poor Mamma will be so pleased, and so 
would Papa if he could be made to understand. Yes; 
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the mind, unhappily, has quite failed. He spends the 
morning in packing up papers and books, and in the 
afternoon he unpacks them. In the evening Mamma sets 
him simple little sums in addition and subtraction!" 

"Ohl how dreadful!" Dorothy exhibited real sym- 
pathy, slightly wasted upon a lady too serenely engrossed 
in her own life to enter very deeply into the lives of others 
less fortunate. 

''It might be worse, Dorothy. Teddy has an uncle 
who held Orders. He has a mania for taking off his 
clothes in public places. Very shocking! Good-bye, dear, 
so glad to have seen you." 

She drove off in the resplendent Andover barouche, 
waving her plump hand and smiling. 

• • • • • 

A week later, Dorothy was present at a small garden- 
party, and it happened that the dean's wife seemed to 
melt out of any group when Dorothy approached it 
Mrs. Chatfield, indeed, was on a hot scent, although for 
the moment running mute. How she would give tongue 
presently! For she had found in her Peerage a significant 
entry under the name Helmingham: the date of the mar- 
riage between Geoige Fairfax and the sister of Sir 
Augustus, and the result — one daughter, Dorothy. In- 
stantly she leaped to the conclusion that Mrs. Armine 
and Lady Ipswich were first cousins. Old friends who 
have not met for years do not kiss, and the great lady's 
kiss had been, as Mrs. Chatfield remembered, rather a 
kiss of relationship than of fHendship. This frigid salute 
was confirmation strong, but she was practical enough to 
know that what satisfied her might not satisfy other in- 
quiring minds in Winchester. And to identify Dorothy 
Fairfax with Dorothy Armine might be no easy matter. 
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At the time of the garden party she had already dis- 
covered a part of the truth. A friend in town, with an 
encyclopasdic memory and a slight acquaintance with the 
house of Helmingham, had answered one question upon 
four pages of notepaper. Dorothy Fairfax had been pre- 
sented at Court by Lady Helmingham, had been taken 
about Mayfair by that lady, had become engaged to be 
married to Richard Gasgoyne, then an obscure journalist, 
had been (supposedly) jilted by him, and finally had 
mysteriously disappeared. Mrs. Chatfield's face grew grim 
as she perused this letter, for although she could reason- 
ably claim to be a loyal wife, a loving mother, and an 
exemplary Churchwoman, she held — despite (perhaps be- 
cause of) these qualifications — the obtaining of her friend- 
ship and support under false pretences to be an un- 
pardonable sin. 

Nevertheless, nothing might have happened had it 
not been for the excellent Mrs. Heseltine, who would 
cheerfully have sacrificed the tip of her top active tongue 
rather than wittingly do Dorothy an injury. Unhappily, 
Mrs. Heseltine had been uplifted by her son's renewal of 
friendship with a personage. Dick, you may be sure, 
had paid David's mother a score of attentions — salmon, 
grouse, venison, came from Scotland — and Mrs. Heseltine 
could not deny herself the pleasure of saying to any guest 
who might be dining with them: "Mr. Gasgoyne sent this 
fine fish. He never forgets old friends, however humble 
they may be." 

Mrs. Chatfield, to whom words to this effect were 
addressed, answered thoughtfully; "I've never met Mr, 
Gasgoyne. Does he come often to Winchester?" 

"He is a Wykehamist," Mrs. Heseltine replied, "and 
interested in all that concerns us; his kindness to our 
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boys is extraordinary. He has actually asked young 
Armine to stalk this year in Sutherland." 

"Indeed! how very kind, as you say!" 

Mrs. Chatfield's grandfather had kept a pack of 
harriers, so the love of the chase was inherent in her. 
Positively, a view halloa nearly left her lips. A hare, 
indeed, was in sight. 

Obviously, Richard Gasgoyne wished to show kindness 
to the son of a woman he had treated unkindly. Nothing 
more natural, but the mystery remained — the ever-re- 
current question: "Who was Armine?" Debrett never 
mentioned Armine. 

When the ladies left the dining-room, Mrs. Chatfield 
repulsed the advance of a prolific wife of a minor canon 
and turned with undue impatience to her hostess, with 
whom she withdrew to a corner of the drawing-room. 

"We were speaking of Mrs. Armine's boy," she began 
easily. "He is a young man now " 

*^And leaving at the end of this term," said Mrs. 
Heseltine. 

"Going to Oxford, I have heard." 

"Yes, New College." 

"His mother, considering her (Circumstances, is very 
generous." 

"Th^ boy has, I am told, means of his own. What 
a charming woman Mrs. Armine is!" 

"Remarkably so; but, if I may be allowed the ex- 
pression, veiled. One has never seen her quite clearly. 
I don't even know her maiden name." 

"Middleton. Her father was a doctor." 

"Ah!" 

Again Mrs. Chatfield looked grim. She could see 

Her Son, 1 6 
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the entry in Debrett: "Florence Mary, married, 1856, 
George Middleton Fairfax, F.R.C.S." 

Mrs. Heseltine, sensible of a fall in the temperature, 
added warmly: "And the most devoted mother I ever 
saw." 

"Is she going to Scotland too?" 

"Oh, no. She hardly ever leaves home. I miderr 
stand there will be no ladies at the lodge. Unfortunately, 
Mr. Gasgpyne has no son of his own. My David tells 
me that young Armine is just such a boy as Mr. Gasgoyne 
used to be: really quite a remarkable resemblance, both 
mentally and physically. Like is generally drawn to like." 

"I see," said Mrs. Chatfield, drawing in her breath 
rather sharply. 

Mrs. Heseltine, looking up, perceived that her guest's 
face was slightly pinker than usual, and that her eyes 
were sparkling. A successful hunt is admittedly re- 
juvenating. 

• • • • . . 

The invitation to stalk in Scotland had been accepted 
by Min, not without much discussion between Dorothy 
and Dick. But, as usual, the stronger had overpowered 
the remonstrance and protest of the weaker. Also, the 
boy himself was so keen. Dorothy had not the heart to 
keep him in Wmchester, playing tennis, when royal sport 
awaited him in the Highlands. Upon a higher plane 
entirely was another reason for risking the remote pos- 
sibility of discovery. The time had come for Min to 
choose a profession, and to Dorothy's dismay indications 
were not lacking that pipe-clay was in his marrow. Gas- 
goyne, however, pointed out that advancement was slow 
in the Army, and that a keen soldier saw very little of 
his mother. 
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*'You axe an only son," he said to Min. "A bullet 
will kill her if it hits you." 

The young man nodded. 

''All the same, I should make a fair fighting man." 

"There are always fights," said Gasgoyne. 

"I'm not fit to be parson, doctor, or barrister." 

"How about — journalism?" 

"I think I should like that." 

Accordingly, Dick enjoyed the pleasure of telling 
Dorothy that he had successfully lured Min in the direc- 
tion of Fleet Street He insisted, however, upon the visit 
to Scotland. 

"It's a ticklish thing steering the young idea," he said, 
"unless you know what you are at. I don't pretend to 
know Min, and I want to make his intimate acquaintance. 
Lend him to me for three weeks or a month." 

"But Crystal? Oh, Dick, you are getting reckless. 
We see too much of each other." 

Gasgoyne regarded her intently. 

"We have met exactly five times during the past four 
years. Do you think I have not counted them? Do you 
grudge me — minutes, when you know that a minute with 
you is more to me than a year with anyone else?" 

She blushed faintly, unable to meet his glance: 
always afraid that the flames, so long suppressed, would 
burst out and destroy both of them. 

"As for Crystal," he continued in a different voice, 
"she is wrapped up in herself and her health." 

"She is better?" 

"Better? I don't know. Sometimes " He broke 

off abruptly, adding with grim irrelevance: "She'll outlive 
us. And she hasn't been to the lodge for years. But 
there is no adequate rea$oo why they shouldn't meet 
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"She is his mother. And, Dick, you are fonder of 
Min than you think." 

"Bah! He is all yours. Are you going to lend him 
to me or not?" 

She told herself that she must give way, and did so. 

The meeting with Amy Ipswich followed, and then a 
period of comparative tranquillity. Later, the dean and 
Mrs. Chatfield went abroad for a six weeks' holiday. They 
returned in the middle of September (about the time when 
Min travelled to Sutherland), and everybody in and about 
the Close was invited to a garden party at the Deanery. 

"Of course you are going," said Mrs. Heseltine to 
Dorothy. 

Dorothy hesitated a moment; then, very quietly, she 
replied: "No, I am not. The truth is, I have been for- 
gotten." 

"Forgotten? You?" 

"At any rate, I have not received a card." 

"Shall I speak to Mrs. Chatfield?" 

"Pray don't!" 

"It is very strange. Mrs. Chatfield is so particular 
about such matters, almost too particular; don't you 
think so?" 

"Perhaps." Dorothy smiled faintly; she was quite 
sure that the dean's wife had purposely withheld the in- 
vitation. From a certain expression in the sharp beady 
eyes of her visitor she divined that Mrs. Heseltine was as 
certain as she. David's mother rose to take leave. 

"It's very oppressive, is it not? Thunder in the air." 

"Yes." Dorothy held out her hand. 

"My dear," Dorothy felt the thin, wiry fingers clasp 
her own tightly, "I suppose you know that nothing would 
ever shake my friendship and affection for you — nothing. 



COUSIN AMY. :^45 

Pm a babbling old woman, but if well, Til say this 

and no more, speaking for my son as much as for my- 
self: your little finger is more to us than the dean's wife, 
and the dean himself, and all the Chapter. There!" 

She whisked off, leaving Dorothy touched but dis- 
mayed. No preternatural acuteness was necessary to 
infer that Mrs. Heseltine had called with a definite pur- 
pose; to warn, and, with any encouragement, to advise. 

"There is certainly thunder in the air," said Dorothy. 
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CHAPTER XVn. 
BEN ABER. 

Gasgoyne's moor and forest were situated not far 
from Lairg; and on the westerly march flowed the river 
Shin, which, in its upper pools, may or may not hold 
many salmon. Splendid as the place was reckoned to 
be from a sporting point of view, it possessed but a small 
lodge. Partly on this account, more particularly because 
the wife's friends were not the husband's. Crystal never 
went to Ben Aber. Gasgoyne had promised Min a few 
days' grouse-shooting and a salmon or two, but the "tall 
red deer" were to furnish the principal entertainment 
Min, as has been said, accepted the invitation gladly, but 
neither Dorothy nor he had any conception of what such 
a privilege was worth in the eyes of persons living north 
of Tweed. It is certain also that Dick, in spite of his 
experience, had overlooked the importance of the favour 
he was showing to a young man who had never stalked 
in his life. 

Crystal heard of the matter from the slightly injured 
individual who for several years had shared the stags 
with Dick. 

"You're stalking with Dick?" she had said, meeting 
him at Sandown. 

"No, I'm not," he replied ruefully. "Dick has left 
me out this year, worse luck. He tells me he means to 
have up a youngster." 

"This is the first I've heard of it," said Crystal. 

However, when she spoke of the change to her hus- 
band, he replied carelessly that there was nothing more 
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delightful than to see a really keen boy entered to royal 
game. 

"Who is this boy you've asked?" 

"Young Armine." 

"Oh! Young Armine, eh? Do you do this extra- 
ordinary Aing for his sake or his mother's." 

"For his," said Dick indifferently. "I never see the 
mother. The boy is a nice boy, Crystal." He paused, 
and continued with a feeling in his voice which surprised 
her: "I wish we had had a son like young Armine." 

Crystal laughed derisively and changed the subject 
He wondered whether he had spoken deliberately or on 
impulse. He was so certain that the truth would leak 
out that he felt justified in preparing Crystal to receive it. 
He fortified himself with the reflection that if Crystal met 
Min and liked him, the shock would be less to both. 

Crystal, for the moment, thought no more of the 
matter. Long ago it had been understood that so long 
as Dick gave to her a free hand in London, she would 
not interfere with Ben Aber. But it struck her as odd that 
Dick should contemplate a month's tete-a-tete with a boy. 

At the end of this season. Sir Bodley Skeffington sent 
her again to Nauheim. The first "cure" had done her 
so much good that Skeffington, on her return, pronounced 
her infinitely better — a fact she carefully concealed from 
Dick, because she divined his sympathy for her although 
she repudiated it, and was comfortably alive to the con- 
venience of possessing an ailment to plead as an excuse 
for leaving undone certain things which ought to be done. 
Excellent persons, with inferior cooks, were accustomed 
to hear of Mrs. "Dick" Gasgoyne's sincerest regret that 
her "heart" kept her such a prisoner in her own house. 
As a matter of fact, she had resumed even with greater 
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ardour the old life of racing, dancing, and card-playing. 
Dick paid all bills, and told himself that Skeffington was 
a bit of a humbug. 

However, the second visit to Nauheim gave her a bad 
fright; for the Nauheim doctor declared that the lesion 
had become serious. At the conclusion of her "cure," 
he said that she must return at the end of two months, 
and, meanwhile, would do well to live quietly in some 
unfashionable and bracing spot. 

"If I come here next year " 

The German, who had no time to waste, glared at 
her through his spectacles. 

"Do as I tell you," he growled, "or — well, how shall 
I my meaning make clear? Soh! If you think my ad- 
vice not worth taking, I shall have the honour of wishing 
you * adieu,' madame, instead of *Auf WiedersehnP" 

"PU do anything," Crystal replied, thinking of Ben Aber 
— certainly the quietest and most bracing spot in the world. 

Having for many years obeyed no law higher than 
the impulse of the moment, she started at once for Scot- 
land — arriving, indeed, two days after Min, and on the 
heels of a telegram. Gasgoyne was much put out, know- 
ing that Dorothy would be alarmed. But he could not 
dismiss Min without exciting Crystal's suspicions; so he 
wrote to Dorothy, telling her what had happened and 
entreating her not to worry. He concluded with these 
words: "She has taken a great fancy to the boy. As he 
is going into my business, they must have met sooner or 
later, why not now?" 

Dorothy laid down the letter feeling that the end was 
in sight. Instinct told her that a mother must recognise 
her own son, that something impossible to anticipate or 
guard against would reveal one to the other. 
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' Within a week Min wrote: 

"I'm having a ripping time. Mr. Gasgoyne has lent 
me a rifle and given me a split-cane salmon rod. Mrs. 
Gasgoyne turned up unexpectedly from Nauheim, and 
has been very decent to me; but I don't like her, and I 
can't make out why Mr. Gasgoyne married her. It seems 
horrid to write such things under her own roof, but you 
told me to be sure to tell you everything, so here goes. 
She has been ill, but she doesn't look it, because she's so 
wonderfully made up. Of course she must have been a 
stunner once, but now I think she looks awful. Mummie, 
I should die of shame if she were my mother. When I 
compare her with you, I tell myself I'm the luckiest beg- 
gar. I never meet her till dinner-time, because I'm out 
on the hill all day long. She talks to me a lot, but it's 
something awful the way she rags Mr. Gasgoyne — and 
before the servants, too! He never says a word — he is 
a ripper! — but if she makes it too hot, he talks to his 
dog. If I married a woman like that, I should always 
have a dog handy. I feel rather a beast, but I am most 
awfully sorry for Mr. Gasgoyne. . . ." 

Dorothy destroyed this ingenuous epistle. But one 
line of it haunted her night and day: "I should die of 
shame if she were my mother." Of course boys exag- 
gerated everything. Min would not die; but, from her 
knowledgfe of his character, it was certain that the truth 
might discolour his life, and by changing his point of 
view change him, perhaps unrecognisably. However, she 
could do nothing but pray; and pray she did with amaz- 
ing fervour, tempered always by the conviction that a 
crisis was at hand. 

. . . • • 

Meantime, at Ben Aber, the days were passing swiftly. 
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Crystal asked Min a few discreet questions concerning 
his life at Winchester. According to the young fellow, 
there had been no renewal of intercourse between Dorothy 
and Dick. If they met it was in secret, probably not in 
Winchester. Believing Dorothy to be a saint, Crystal 
came to the conclusion that Dick had told the exact 
truth when he assured her that Dorothy refused a re- 
newal of acquaintance. Obviously, also, Dick had asked 
the boy to Ben Aber because he was a nice boy, and 
able to inspire an interest greater than the merely senti- 
mental one that he happened to be the son of the wo- 
man Dick had once wished to marry. She quite ap- 
proved Dick's wish that he should be given a billet in 
Fleet Street Something was owing to Dorothy, and the 
account could be settled vicariously by befriending Min. 

It is often amusing, and always instructive, to trace 
great events to their tiny sources. Humanly speaking, 
Crystal might have lived and died in ignorance of Min's 
relation to Dick had it not been for the appearance of a 
garrulous neighbour at Ben Aber. The stranger was the 
wife of a rich Glasgow manufacturer who had leased the 
adjoining forest Bom and brought up in Paisley, this 
lady knew nothing of the Gasgoynes, and had never met 
either of them before. She drove over one Sunday to 
ask some question concerning the march, whose exact 
position it was proposed to define by erecting a few small 
cairns. Dick settled the business in a few minutes. Then 
Min came in. Before Crystal could present him, the 
stranger said volubly: 

"You needn't tell me who this is. Your laddie, of 
course: and the very living breathing image of Mr. Gas- 
goyne." 

"I beg your pardon," said Crystal coldly. "This is 
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Mr, Armine, a friend, and no relation either to Mr. Gas- 
goyne or myself." 

A London woman would have laughed and apologised; 
but north of Tweed discussion and self-justification are re- 
garded as pastimes. The good Paisley lady insisted upon 
the likeness, pointed out half a dozen points of resemblance, 
and triumphantly demonstrated her powers of observation. 
Then Min said with a Hush: 

"Fm jolly glad I am like you, sir." 

Dick nodded with an impassive face. He had reckoned 
upon the possibility of Crystal's detecting the likeness, a 
possibility discounted by his knowledge of her limitations. 
In common with most self-absorbed, clever persons, her 
powers of observation were habitually focussed uj^on her- 
self. As a matter of fact, she had not perceived the re- 
semblance till it was pointed out. 

Then it took hold of her, obsessed her, tore her in 
twain. She went to her own room, after the departure of 
the garrulous guest, pleading fatigue, but dissembling her 
real feelings with such art that Dick, although alert, de- 
tected no signs of stress. Perhaps Crystal was most 
clever in what she called "finding people out," because, 
being guileful herself, she suspected and was swift to de- 
tect guile in others. Her experience as a fine lady, as 
an "ornament of society," had not diminished such per- 
ceptions. She had seen and heard some very remarkable 
things during the period of translation from Vauxhall 
Bridge Road to Carlton House Terrace. But always she 
had believed Dorothy to be — as she put it — too good for 
Dick, or any other man. And always, let it be remem- 
bered, she had confessed herself unable to understand 
Dorothy's unselfishness in postponing her engagement. 
Incapable of such an act of self-sacrifice, she had exalted 
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Dorothy high above others of her sex. From the very 
first meeting she had surrendered to a power which 
transcended her intelligence. Crystal never attempted to 
impute to Dorothy any motive save the obvious one. It 
is true that she underrated Dorothy's capacity for pas- 
sionate love. When Dick told her that Dorothy must 
have married Armine soon after his departure for Africa, 
she had said curtly: "She mever cared for you as I did, 
Dick — she couldn't;" but this conviction increased rather 
than diminished her faith in the other's goodness. 

Now, a monstrous motive darkened her horizon. What 
if the engagement between Dick and Dorothy had been 
broken oflf before her visit to Oakley Street? Dick, always 
intensely ambitious, might very well have postponed mar- 
riage till after his return from Africa. 

At once, Dorothy's subsequent conduct, her sympathy 
for a fellow-sufferer, her mysterious disappearance, her 
apocryphal marriage with a man whom nobody had ever 
known or heard of, her separation from her own people, 
her absurd suppression of her maiden name — kept secret 
even from her own son — these things indicated mischief. 
Why did this young Armine adore his mother and never 
mention his father? 

Fact after fact lent colour — a flaming scarlet — to her 
conviction that Dorothy had been left in exactly the same 
unhappy plight as herself. Doubtless Dorothy had hoped 
that Dick would return and marry her, and doubtless, 
also, Dick would have done so had not Dorothy over- 
reached herself by hiding in Touraine under the name of 
Armine. Dick, of course, had found her masquerading 
as wife or widow, and had bolted. Then he had married, 
partly out of pique, partly because a "star" had dazzled 
him, partly as an act of reparation, Too late, he had 
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met Dorothy and learned the truth. Ever since, the pair 
had carried on a shameful and detestable intrigue. She 
writhed, thinking how cleverly they had played their little 
comedy, how easily they had befooled her. At this mo- 
ment, doubtless, they were laughing in their sleeves, im- 
measurably amused at her blindness and fatuity. She 
could see Dorothy attending service in the cathedral with 
her tongue in her cheek. 

After a wretched, sleepless night, she came to a de- 
termination. Realising that she must obtain more evi- 
dence before she exposed her husband, she made up her 
mind to leave the lodge at once. Dick would be relieved 
rather than surprised. And he was accustomed to her 
Sittings. She lay in bed till the hour was past when the 
men started on their respective beats. Then she told her 
maid to pack up, and wrote the following note: 

"I am sick of Ben Aber, and must see my doctor. 
Will wire future movements from town. Say good-bye to 
young Armine for me." 

Having written this, she became conscious of a strange 
physical exhilaration. Lassitude and misery gave place 
to a vital and vivifying excitement She told herself that 
she was quite strong enough to carry on a campaign 
against shamelessness and lies, able to expose her enemies, 
to destroy them and their works. 

She came downstairs in her travelling dress about 
half-past ten. A "machine" was waiting to take her and 
her maid to Lairg. She sat down for a moment upon a 
bench outside the lodge, a place commanding a delightful 
view of the Shin and the moors stretching far as the eye 
jcould see in a southerly direction. To the north rose the 
splendid peak of Ben Klibreck; to the west were Ben 
JHiope, Ben PJee, and Ben LQyal. The day w^s a fine one 
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in late September, cloudless, but with enough breeze to 
make stalking practicable, and with that crisp feeling in 
the air indicating frost and the absence of midges. 

"Hullo, Mrs. Gasgoyne!" said a youthful voice. 

She looked up to see Min. He explained quickly 
that something had gone amiss with his rifle; he had re- 
turned for another, and learned from a servant that she 
was leaving. As he spoke she noted that the little finger 
of his left hand stood out — a trick common to Dick. His 
eyes sparkled behind their dark lashes, just as Dick's had 
sparkled when he was young, and broke, and green! 

"Are you feeling worse to-day?" the young fellow 
asked. 

"Yes," said Crystal. 

"I shall see you off," he declared. 

But she refused this peremptorily, staring at him so 
hard that he blushed, and begged to know if an3rthing 
was wrong. 

"I hope my face is clean." He rubbed it, tr3ring to 
interpret the expression in her eyes. She had just de- 
cided that his hair waved back from the temples as Dick's 
used to grow before time and worry thinned it 

"Quite clean. You're a nice boy, a very nice boy. 
How old are you?" 

"Eighteen." 

Had she asked his exact age the truth would have 
been revealed. At that moment she was thinking of the 
child left in the Institution for Little Mistakes. He also 
would have been eighteen. This youth, doubtless, was a 
few months younger. 

"Good-bye," she said abruptly, rising and holding out 
her hand. 

"Grood-bye, Mrs. Gasgoyne. I wish you'd change 
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yoiir mind about my putting you into the train and 
making you cosy." 

"Cosy!" She smiled derisively* "I can make myself 
cosy." 

"You and Mr. Gasg03me have been most awfully good 
to me. A chap I know said he'd never heard of such 
luck. Lots of fathers, he said, grudged stags to their 
own sons." 

The maid appeared with a travelling rug and small 
bag. Crystal got into the "machine," which rattled off. 
As she looked back, she saw Min standing bare-headed, 
smiling, and waving his cap. 

"I was blind not to have seen it at once," she reflected* 

Travelling south, she grew calmer — the presence of a 
lynx-eyed maid exacted calmness — and presently a smile 
twisted her lips, for she was reflecting that if Dick had 
played with love, he had slaved for ambition. And within 
a few weeks one of his ambitions was likely to be gratifled. 
He had always desired to represent a great constituency 
in Parliament. Safe and secure seats had been oflered 
to him; these he had refused. But his influence had been 
placed unreservedly at the disposition of his party; and 
some of his followers maintained that the continuance of 
that party in power was largely due to the newspapers 
controlled by him. Upon the eve of breaking up for the 
holidays, the private secretary of the Prime Minister had 
intimated that one of the big men was about to retire 
owing to ill-health, and that Mr. Gasgoyne's great services 
would at last be mdequately rewarded. 

"I hold Dick in Uie palm of my hand," Crystal mut- 
tered to herself. 

She reached Euston at eight the next morning and 
drove to Carlton House Terrace. Excitement still sus- 
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tained her, but her fax:e, even in a designedly flattering 
mirror, was not a pleasant object to contemplate. Despite 
the protests of her maid, whom she left behind in town, 
she took the train to Winchester that same afternoon. 
For the second time in her life one overpowering desire 
possessed her: to injure Dorothy. 

• • • * • '. 

Susan Judkins opened the door after a cab had set 
Crystal down at the gate of the small semi-detached villa 
in St Cross Road. Susan was now on the shady side of 
sixty, but she told herself triumphantly that she neither 
looked nor felt her age. Moreover, her instincts remained 
keen. She said afterwards that she recognised trouble as 
soon as she saw Crystal's face. 

"I have come from Scotland to see Mrs. Armine. Is 
she at home?" 

"Not at home, ma'am.'* 

Dorothy was at home, but the faithful Susan had no 
intention whatever of ushering an enemy into the presence 
of an unsuspecting mistress. 

"Are you quite sure?" 

"Quite sure, ma'am." 

"When will she be in?" 

"She may be in about dinner-time. Leastways, she 
is not dining out." 

Crystal scribbled an address upon a card. 

"I am stopping the night at an hotel. I will come back 
after dinner, unless Mrs. Armine prefers to call upon me." 

"Very good, ma'am." % 

Susan shut the door, and glanced at the thin piece 
of pasteboard in her hand. Her expression was com- 
posed as she murmured: "We've waited eighteen years 
for this, and we can wait five minutes longer," 
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She went back to the pantry. Securely locked up in 
a cupboard stood a bottle of ginger wine used by Susan 
in moments of depression or when the weather turned 
cold. Of this cordial she took a full dose, eyeing the 
card upon the dresser as if it were a cobra. Dorothy 
was in her garden, a narrow strip at the back full of 
flowers, which she cultivated herself. Susan put back the 
bottle of ginger wine and slammed the cupboard door. 

"Lor! How wicked she looked!" 

The faithful creature wiped the perspiration from her 
forehead. In a sense she realised that she was the inno- 
cent party to a crime: about to shatter, for ever perhaps, 
the sweet peace of that garden yonder, to turn it into a 
wilderness if Crystal had come to take away Min. The 
soft mellow tone of the Winchester buildings had suffused 
itself over Susan, softening some hard angles and lines. 
Upon her the moss had grown imperceptibly as she had 
taken firmer and deeper root in the friable Hampshire 
soil. Winchester satisfied her: it was so pre-eminently 
quiet, respectable, and English. The deep tones of the 
cathedral bell were celestial music to this ancient hand- 
maiden, whose life had been one long service. From her 
pantry window she could see the poUceman on his beat. 
Soldiers marched up and down the St. Cross Road past 
the cemetery where Susan had, in fancy, selected a snug 
resting-place. There, in the words of the old song, she 
would "do nothing for ever and ever," after the intermin- 
able labours of sixty years. 

"She knows," said Susan, wiping her eyes. 

She had the habit of speaking aloud, particularly 
when deeply moved. Having once predicted discovery, 
its fulfilment exasperated her, because, like Dorothy, she 
had grown to believe in their sanctuary. Those unfor- 
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tunate persons who are constrained to live in countries 
where terrible earthquakes have taken place or upon the 
slopes of volcanoes will sympathise with Susan Judkins. 

"Well Susan, the fish has not come, I see." 

In silence Susan held out Crystal's card which she 
carried hidden in her hand instead of on a salver, so that 
the expression of her face might prepare Dorothy for an 
abominable surprise. 

"She's come to tear your heart out, but this time I 
wasn't fool enough to let her in." 

"Ah!" sighed Dorothy, as the card fluttered to the 
ground. Then, for a moment, mistress and servant, or 
shall we say rather friend and friend, gazed at each other. 

"You think she knows?" faltered Dorothy. 

"I know she knows." 

"If she has told— Min?" 

"She hasn't yet," said Susan grimly. "If she had, 
he'd have been here first, bless his heart!" 

"God help us, Susan!" 

"Amen, ma'am." 

Dorothy drew off her gardening gauntlets and gazed 
steadily at the garden once used as a bare yard for hang- 
ing out washing, now fragrant with the roses she had 
planted. Susan followed her thought unerringly. 

"Are you going to let her turn us out of this?" 

"I shall fight for our Paradise," Dorothy said. Then, 
as Susan mumbled Crystal's message, Dorothy's face 
brightened. 

"Susan, I shall go to the hotel." 

Susan began to shake. 

"Susan !" 

"Oh, ma'am, oh, Miss Dorothy! There's mischief^ 
hatefulness, plain as print on her painted facel" 
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She burst into sobs. Dorothy tried to comfort her, 
stroked her rough worn hands, led her to a bench, and 
sat down beside her, 

"That's why I wouldn't let her in. Oh, my poor 
lamb, I'll see her. Wouldn't that be better than ginger 
wine! I'U bring her to her kaees." 

Dorothy kissed her. 

"Does that mean — yes?" 

"Min is legally mine," said Dorothy firmly. Then, 
with a gentle shake, she added: "When I come back I 
shall want something very nice to eat You mustn't 
neglect my dinner, you dear old Susan. No, don't say 
anything, but believe that I'm not afraid, that I can hold 
— my own," 

"You mean Master Min." 

"Yes; I mean him — my son." 

She spoke the words proudly. A slightly bent and 
broken Susan went back into the house. 

Meantime, Crystal had returned to the hotel, and 
feeling like her humble sister in need of a cordial, had 
ordered a pint of champ^;ne. The champagne stimulated 
her intelligence. She told herself that a slight delay 
might be made profitable. In hei haste, she had 
neglected a cardinal principle of warfare. She had rushed, 
so to speak, upon the enemy without first acquiring all 
the knowledge at her disposition. As a greasy, shifty- 
eyed waiter was uncorking the champagn 
question: "Did he know Mr. Armine, wht 
the Winchester Eleven?" The waiter kj 
gentleman, and his mother, a sweet lady, 
in the Oose and out of it Within five 
had squeezed this orange dry. She tippe< 
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having conscientious scruples concerning the over-tipping 
of servants, and told him he might finish the champagne, 
of which about half a glass was left. As the man was 
leaving the room, she told him to show Mrs. Armine up 
if she happened to call. Then, for the second time, she 
examined herself in the glass. Her nose being slightly 
red, she powdered it, smiling maliciously. She added a 
touch of paint to her lips, frowning because they looked 
blue. 

Some twenty minutes later Dorothy entered the room. 
At first glance an unobservant stranger might have 
pronounced Crystal the younger-looking of the two. Her 
hair, of a fashionable auburn tint, surmounted a face 
which was an admirable work of art, and a figure 
seemingly youthful and supple. But if the complexion 
appeared free from wrinkles, if no grey hairs could be 
detected among the auburn tresses, if the slender limbs 
were those of a girl, nevertheless this shadowy impression 
of youth revealed mercilessly the solid reality of age. 
Dorothy perceived that Dick's wife was worn out, jaded, 
a boggart of a woman painted and bedecked. 

What Crystal saw is not so easily described. Dorothy 
had come straight from the garden, where she had spent 
so many serene and pleasant hours. About her hung the 
faint fragrance of roses; upon her face and in her eyes 
lay the glow which seems to emanate from places long 
warmed by sun. Youthful in appearance, none could 
call her. The hair grew thickly still, but lines lay about 
the clear eyes and beautiful mouth; the figure had 
assumed the gracious dignity of the prime of life; and 
perhaps the dominant note of the whole personaUty was 
a certain sweet austerity of bearing which stood for and 
expressed subtly all that she had lost and gained. Crystal 
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regarding her with envious eyes, hating her furiously, 
perceived this, and, perceiving it, realised her own im- 
measurable inferiority. As the door closed, she broke 
into a shnll laugh. Her first words were: "How virtuous 
you look!" 

Dorothy paused, shocked by the passion which con- 
vulsed the other, trying to find a phrase adequate for such 
a moment. Then she became conscious that Crystal 
would find the phrases, that she would need fortitude to 
listen to them in silence. 

"I know — I have guessed — eveiything." 

"Everything?" 

Her quiet voice exasperated the other beyond en- 
durance. Carefully considered sentences faded out of her 
mind. She became primal, elemental: her fingers curled 
inwards; she showed her teeth in a snarling smile. 

"Don't dare to lie to me!" 

"What do you know?" 

"That you are a fraud and a hypocrite, living here in 
the odour of sanctity, when you ought to be in " 

"Stop," said Dorothy, holding up her hand. "I have 
come here at your request; I will answer your questions, 
but at the first word of abuse I go." 

"There never was an Armine." 

"If you know everything you know that." 

"And I thought you a saint! You are a better actress 
than I!" 

She laughed shrilly. The laugh sounded uncanny to 
Dorothy: a signal of danger. For the moment she wondered 
whether Crystal were quite sane. 

"You are not well," she murmured, in a different voice. 

"Not well? Fm well enough to expose you. And 
you dare to stand there, brazening it out!" 
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Dorothy frowned. 

"It will be simpler," she said steadily, "if you will tell 
me exactly what you know and what you want" 

Crystal came a step nearer. By this time Dorothy 
had measured the other's jealousy, nothing more, and was 
prepared to make allowance for it. 

"I know that you have been carrying on a shameful 
intrigue with Dick for years and that this boy is his son 
and yours." 

Unhappily, Dorothy smiled. 

Never once had it occurred to her that Crystal could 
make such an absurd mistake. She had known that at 
any moment Min might be revealed to Crystal as Dick's 
son, and she had always taken for granted that such a 
demonstration included the corollary that the boy was 
CrjrstaPs son also. Her smile indicated surprise, relief, 
and sympathy. Not so was it interpreted by the furious 
creature opposite. To Crystal, the smile was the culminat- 
ing insult, the disdainful triumphant challenge of a rival 
who dared her to do and say her worst. With twitching 
features and trembling hands she abandoned all restraint 
Her voice rose shrilly clear and penetrating. 

"You !" 

She used a word to be found in the Bible and in 
Shakespeare, but unprintable here. Dorothy recoiled as 
if a terrific blow had struck her. Colour left her cheeks; 
in her heart some machine seemed to be throbbing with 
inexorable violence, but, dominating every other emotion, 
pity rose instantly to her lips; and from her fine eyes, so 
tender and steadfast, an indescribable radiance flashed its 
message. Crystal, half blind as she was, perceived this 
amazing transfiguration, and stared open-mouthed, stricken. 
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dumb by a power she could not apprehend or withstand. 
Then Dorothy said in a low voice: 

"My poor Crystal, may God help you! Min is Dick's 
son, who was bom to you at Saint- Malo, left by you in 
Paris, and adopted by me." 

The whole sentence, so often thought out, falling now 
so quietly and yet so solemnly upon the silence, pierced 
its way straight to Crystal's heart. 

The effect upon her was instantaneous and extra- 
ordinary. She staggered forward, staring wildly into 
Dorothy's eyes, reading in them the whole truth; reading 
also the pity, the sympathy, the intelligence which, years 
ago in Vauxhall Bridge Road, had distinguished her from 
every other woman Crystal had known. Truth presents 
herself in so many nebulous forms, and human eyes are 
so ill-adapted to penetrate obscuring mists, that, for the 
most part, we seldom perceive the goddess until she has 
passed us by. When she does choose to reveal herself, 
naked and glorious, the effect of her divine personality is 
nearly always overwhelming. 

"Oh, Christ!" faltered Crystal. 

Then Dorothy saw that, unwittingly, she had inflicted 
a mortal blow. Crystal was collapsing! 

Dorothy supported her to a sofa and rang the bell. 
The greasy, shifty-eyed waiter answered it with suspicious 
alacrity. He was despatched for restoratives and a doctor. 
Crystal opened her eyes. 

"Don't speak!" said Dorothy. 

Crystal's lips closed, not her eyes, into which came a 
strange expression. What did she see? Perhaps the 
supreme vision was vouchsafed her: a glimpse of that 
Eternal Love, absolutely selfless, of which Dorothy's life 
had been a faint earthly manifestation. Perhaps, she 
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looked back, not forward, seeing every inch of the road 
down which she had raced so recklessly. How pitifully 
small were her triumphs now! How drab! She had 
desired two things inordinately: the acclaim of the mul- 
titude and marriage with a man who had never loved her. 
For these she had sacrificed her child. Did she miss his 
tears, his strong young arms, his kisses, as the light failed, 
as the waters rose? 

"You made the boy a gentleman," she whispered. 

Dorothy placed her hand lightly upon the quivering 
lips, enjoining silence, but Crystal shook her head. 

"I'm done for," she gasped. "And I've something to 
say. Hold up my head!" 

Dorothy did so. 

" Don't— let— him— know ! " 

The cruel struggle for breath overpowered her. Again 
she repeated: 

" Don't— let— the— boy— know ! " 

She never spoke another articulate word, but the 
entreaty in her eyes was unmistakable. Dorothy said 
quickly: 

"You wish Min to believe that I am his mother?" 

Crystal nodded and closed her eyes as the house- 
keeper appeared with brandy and sal volatile, unavailingly 
applied, for long before the doctor came. Crystal had 
gone, leaving behind that poor, thin, painted mask which 
— can we doubt it? — she was willing enough at the last 
to cast aside. Dorothy's tears fell on the hands that long 
ago had ministered to Dick. 
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CHAPTER XVm. 
EVIL TONGUES. 

At the inquest (which had to be held), the coroner 
asked many questions of Mrs. Armine: questions which 
— so The Hampshire Independent declared in a scathing 
editorial — the lady seemed deliberately to evade or ignore. 
The waiter, loitering in the passage and not far from the 
door, testified that he had heard Mrs. Gasgoyne's voice 
raised in anger. Susan Judkins — stigmatised as an ob- 
stinate and prevaricating witness — admitted with reluctance 
that her mistress had been at home when the deceased 
lady called at the house in St. Cross Road. Mr. Richard 
Gasgoyne, who seemed to be deeply moved, gave evidence 
that his wife had left Ben Aber Lodge suddenly, leaving 
no message behind her other than that she was taking 
the next train to town. The maid spoke of her mistress's 
excitement and nervousness during the journey. Finally, 
Sir Bodley Skeffington declared his opinion that any 
undue excitement or shock was likely to have fatal con- 
sequences, inasmuch as his late patient was suffering from 
valvular disease of the heart 

Those who have had the misfortune to be victims of 
gossip in a cathedral town will not require to be told that 
Dorothy's name grew rank in the mouth of every man 
and woman, gentle and simple, in the ancient city. In 
the opinion of the jury — her own butcher was of their 
number — she was black as the ace of spades, save where 
the scarlet letter flared upon her bosom. 

Two terrible days followed, because Min arrived. 
Dorothy saw him reading The Independent, saw him tear 
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up the paper, and then glance with hungry interrogation 
at herself. Tremblingly she asked: 

"You trust me, Min?" 

"Before all the world," he answered, kissing her. 

"My son, you will do nothing — violent?" 

He confessed that horsewhipping was in his mind: 
the editor was a cur, to be thrashed within an inch of 
his worthless life. Under entreaty he promised to leave 
curs unpunished, but Dorothy perceived that her silence 
was driving him wild. 

She had one interview with Gasgoyne in which he 
implored her to tell, or to allow him to tell, the truth at 
the inquest: the obvious, the sensible, and ultimately the 
kindest thing to do. Dorothy refused. She followed his 
arguments, understood them, sympathised with them, and 
saw — Min: Min the target for every eye in the town where 
he had carried himself so proudly, Min publicly pro- 
claimed to be base-bom. Aiid that such a bolt should 
fall upon him without preparation was to her unthink- 
able. 

"Perhaps I will tell him, but you must give me time," 
she said. 

"And meanwhile, my poor Dorothy ?" 

"Min believes in me." 

This interview, as has been said, took place before 
the inquest Immediately afterwards, Dick removed the 
body to London, deeming it expedient that the funeral 
should not take place in Winchester. 

Moira Curragh came to her friend at once, and she 
too urged pubhc acknowledgment of the facts, but was 
silenced sooner than Gasgoyne, being a mother and able 
to see Min with a mother's eyes. She used her old ex- 
pression: 
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"You are a heavenly fool, Doll." 

Upon the Sunday following the inquest Mrs. Chatfield 
failed to see Dorothy, who happened to leave the cathe- 
dral at the same time and by the same door as herself. 

"Mum, she cut us dead," said the furious Min. 

"We must suffer such fools gladly," said Dorothy. 

Nevertheless, the cut penetrated below the skin. 
Dorothy, who in her youth had flouted convention, who 
had found life as it is lived in England by such magnates 
as the Helminghams intensely dull and unprofitable; 
Dorothy, who had said again and again that freedom was 
happiness— or — at any rate, its only substitute, now found 
herself a slave to the traditions at which she had scoffed. 
Long ago, when Gasgo)ntie had told her that she hugged 
her chains, he hit a truth which included fetters other 
than a child's arms. Dorothy had learned to love places 
as inseparable from persons. Because she loved Min, 
she loved also the quiet, picturesque, almost mediaeval 
city to which he owed so much. The cathedral where 
she had prayed for his welfare, the College Meads and 
buildings, the copses where they had picked primroses, 
the silvery stream upon whose banks she had spent so 
many placid hours^these things had become part of her- 
self. To tear loose from them meant anguish. But as 
the days passed, as she encountered cold looks and averted 
eyes, as she saw Min's face twisted by indignation and 
interrogation, she told herself that she must go. 

Some friends, however, stood stoutly by: notably the 
Heseltines. David called upon her when she was alone, 
looking much less cool than usual. 

"Your mother has been so kind," said Dorothy, pro- 
foundly touched by his sympathy. "She came to me at 
once." 
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"Yes, yes," he hesitated, slightly flushing, "I suppose 
she didn't give you a hint " 

"A hint?" 

"About me." 

"Oh!" 

Dorothy knew now what was coming. She had ap- 
prehended long ago in David Heseltine a feeling for her- 
self warmer than friendship; and she had been conscious, 
very agreeably conscious, that this feeling was suppressed, 
because she, on her part, had never given any encourage- 
ment to it. In her exclamation was a note of weakness 
as well as surprise. Heseltine saw that she looked up with 
startled eyes. 

"I have come here," he continued quietly, "to ask you 
to marry me. Wait! I know that the feeling you may 
have had for — for your boy's father," she wondered at his 
choice of words, "is of a different character to what I 
might hope to inspire in you. Still, life being what it is, 
a woman such as you must feel at times that it is not 
easy to stand alone. You look a little tired. Let me 
offer you this although there is not much in it." 

He held out his hand, with a faint smile, as if he 
were conscious of his own limitations, particularly in the 
presence of women. 

"You have heard what they are saying about me," 
she faltered, "and out of pity, perhaps " 

"Thank you for the 'perhaps.' Of course you know 
that it is not pity with me. I love you, and I think you 
like me. I speak to-day, because you need a man at 
your side." 

"You ask me to marry you." 

"For my own sake far more than for yours." 

"If — ^if this scandal is true, if I am d^femme tar^e " 
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"Even then I beseech you to many me." 

"What a good fellow you are!" 

"From the bottom of my heart, I not only love you; 
I honour and esteem you more than any other woman." 

"Thank you." 

A silence followed. Heseltine turned and walked 
towards the window. Dorothy's eyes followed him, noting 
the slightly stooping shoulders, the somewhat shabby 
clothes, the unmistakable air of the man who by reason 
of his own or by others' infirmities has been forced to 
halt rather than run through life. 

For the moment she was tempted to tell him the truth. 

"Mr. Heseltine, my silence must seem so odd to you." 

He looked at the pattern of the carpet; then he spoke 
slowly, as if measuring his words: "As for that, I am, of 
course, no longer a young man; nothing strikes me as 
particularly — odd. Surprise is generally a synonym for 
ignorance, isn't it? I know you now fairly well, I may 

say, but what you were as a young girl " He shrugged 

his shoulders. 

"I see; at least I have a glimpse. You would be an 
easy man to live with." 

"My mother says so." 

"Your mother? What about her?" 

"She is ready to abdicate in your favour." 

"She is as wonderful as you are. And you would treat 
me as you treat her: glorif)dng the best in me, blinding 
yourself and others to the less admirable qualities. But, 
my dear fiiend, have you really counted the cost? Do 
you think that I could take my place in the collegiate 
hierarchy, be mistress of a big house, play my part?" 

"I am prepared to chuck Winchester. I am not a 
poor man. I am tired of looking out of college windows. 
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No, I should not dream of asking you to look after a lot 
of turbulent boys; but one quiet, easy-going man — eh?" 

He tried to read her with his pleasant, misty eyes, 
but she avoided his glance, plainly troubled. She was on 
the edge of surrender; never had she liked this kind friend 
so well. And she was so sure of him, so certain that he 
would not change, that — as he said — he would be very 
easy to live with. 

''Has it struck you that Mr. Gasgoyne may ask me to 
marry him?" 

The abrupt question was a palpable hit 

"No doubt he will," said Heseltine. "Still—" He 
did not go on. Dorothy knew that Dick's ambitions were 
in his old friend's possession. Dick had changed. Would 
Dick be easy to live with? Would he make sacrifices for 
her sake? She could not answer, but she approved the 
delicacy in this man asking her first 

"Mr. Heseltine," her voice trembled, "you have done 
me a very great honour, and I wish that I could say 
*Yes,' but I must say *No.* Nothing else is possible. 
Nothing else could be possible, seeing that I am I." She 
held out her hand. 

He accepted defeat gallantly, knowing that further 
attack would be cowardly as well as useless. 

"After all, you have Min," he said. 

"Yes; I have Min." 

..... 

Min knew nothing of this proposal. He was very 
miserable indeed during this first week, although he tried 
to face calumny valiantly. Too proud to ask his mother 
for explanations, he told himself that he was old enough 
and strong enough to share her burdens. 

Fate willed that he should hear part of the truth 
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from Parflete, who had been absent at the time of the 
inquest. Parflete was still Min's friend. From his parents 
he heard all that was said in Winchester and nearly all 
that was surmised. 

"I wonder Mrs. Armine stays here," bleated Mrs. 
Parflete. 

"She's not the sort to run away," said Billy. "I'm 
rather surprised that Min has not hurt somebody." 

"Poor young man!" 

"The money for his Winchester schooling came from 
Mr. Richard Gasgoyne's solicitors," said the banker. The 
three were dining alone and the servants had lefl; the 
room. Parflete senior, the most discreet of men, frowned 
as he spoke; then he added: "I tell you this, William, 
because you are about to be associated with me in busi- 
ness. The coincidence, in itself not remarkable, becomes 
significant in connection with Mrs. Armine's singular re- 
serve at the inquest." 

"And there is a Hkeness between Mr. Gasgoyne and 
Min," murmured Mrs. Parflete. 

"Oh! that's it, is it?" said Billy. 

Next day, directly after breakfast, he called upon 
Mrs. Armine, and later went for a walk with Min. For 
some minutes the friends walked side by side in silence; 
then the red-haired, impetuous Billy burst out: "I simply 
can't keep my mouth shut I know that your mater and 
you are having a deuce of a time, and I want to say that 
I don't believe one of their lies, and that I think your 
mater the best woman on earth — bar none." 

"Good old Billy!" said Min. Parflete saw that he 
was too moved to say more, but presently, fired by his 
friend's sympathy, Min allowed his feelings to burst into 
flame. 
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"I know nothing, Billy. What are these lies? You're 
my pal, let's hear them. Tell me what the devils are 
saying." 

At once Billy's cheeks became redder than his hair. 

"I c-c-an't" 

"You must." 

"They are saying you are Mr. Richard Gasgoyne's son." 

"W-w-w-what!" 

Parflete gazed at his friend in dismay. Passion had 
twisted his face into a horrid caricature of itself. 

"There — I oughtn't to have told you. It's a lie, of 
course." 

"The beasts! If I could kill them; wring their cursed 
necks ! " 

"Old chap, you must take this quietly." 

He laid his hand upon his friend's arm, gripping it 
tight; but Min flung it off. 

"Take it quietly! My God! Thanks for telling me, 
Billy. You're a pal worth havingj but does she — my 
mother — know this?" 

"She must." 

"That's why she wouldn't tell me. Now look here, 
Billy, I must fight this out alone; I — I must walk it off. 
My head is buzzing. Dash it! I can't see you distinctly: 
the whole beastly world seems blurred. But I'll be all 
right soon. Only leave me to get my bearings, like a 
dear, good chap!" 

Billy went without another word. Min hurried away 
to a wood some four miles from Winchester. 

There he flung himself down to pass a bitter hour. 
It was a lovely day in October, and the trees were still 
in full leaf although the beeches were turning yellow. The 
wood overhung a valley of grass land running into down. 
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Here sheep were grazing. Farther on lay the snug home- 
stead: the round ricks, the thatched bams, the farmhouse, 
glowing red out of the pretty garden which encompassed 
it. The whole represented pastoral England at its best: 
a landscape saturated with the unadulterated essence of 
Arcadia, a scene dear to all Englishmen in remote parts 
of the earth, a mirage to be evoked and tenderly wel- 
comed in desert places. Min, for the first time in his life, 
contemplated the picture with a cold and ironic gaze. 
For him the charm had faded. Mind and eye penetrated 
beneath the smooth surface of things. The pond which 
shone with such silvery radiance was stagnant water, teem- 
ing with baleful germs; the homestead was situated in a 
low and insanitary position; the soil upon these Hamp- 
shire hills lay thin and sterile, too unprofitable to cultivate. 
The farmer, whom Min knew, was losing money each year, 
clinging desperately to the old home because his father 
and grandfather had lived and died there, yet fully aware 
that conditions had changed, and that he, willy-nilly, must 
abandon the barren acres. "I am a fool," he had said. 
"I ought to have seen things as they are long ago." 

Min recalled these words as he stared moodily at the 
sheep grazing placidly, oblivious of the butcher. A fort- 
night before he had reckoned himself the most fortunate 
of young men. He had stalked and killed handsomely 
his first stag, a fine ten-pointer; he was in perfect health; 
he was enjoying to the utmost every minute of his holi- 
day. A fortnight ago he had been a sheep, a fool! 

He sat up, swearing that he would remain a fool no 
longer, even if the forsaking of folly meant the loss of 
folly's paradise. The world was not what it seemed to 
the young and green, and the men and women in it also 
were other than what they appeared. 

Her Son, 1 8 
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He began to walk up and down, staring no longer at 
the enchanted valley, but at the ground at his feet. A 
subtle reaction began to work in him as youth and man- 
hood made themselves heard. There were sheep and fools 
and devils in the world, but he need not be of them. 
One thing was certain: his mother needed him. If she 
had not spoken to him, if she had Mrithstood his mute 
interrogation, if she had borne uncomplainingly the cruel 
burden of calumny, consideration for him, not herself, 
had been at the back of her reserve. 

He rehearsed for the thousandth time what he be- 
lieved to be the truth. He knew that Gasgoyne had been 
an old friend, whence had sprung this hideous scandal. 
And, doubtless, Armine, his father, was an obscure person 
in Mrs. Grundy's eyes. In marrying Armine, Dorothy had 
estranged her relations — snobs, no matter who they might 
be. Then Armine had died, and the Mridow had been 
too proud to go back to her own people. . She had re- 
mained faithful to her dead husband and his son. 

Letting his mind dwell on Dorothy, Min felt himself 
to be softened by her never-failing love and devotion. 
That such a creature should suffer and suffer alone be- 
came intolerable. He had the right to demand her fullest 
confidence; he would demand it within the hour. 

He turned his face towards Winchester. 



Meanwhile, Dorothy was sitting in her tiny drawing- 
room, reading a long editorial about Gasgoyne. On her 
lap was a note from him received that morning. He 
wrote, in his usual abrupt, incisive manner, to say that he 
was in Winchester: "to see you, Doll, and to protect you." 

She had blushed when she read the letter, but she 
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was pale enough now, reading the lines and between the 
lines of the article. Thanks to his almost unique position 
in the newspaper world, details concerning the inquest at 
Winchester had not been printed in the London papers. 
The world knew that he had lost his wife suddenly, upon 
the eve of a political contest, and, accordingly, the worl d 
offered its s)rmpathy. The writer of the editorial dealt 
with the domestic affliction in a few gracious and sym- 
pathetic phrases; then he proceeded to forecast the future 
career that awaited the bereaved man. 

"We cannot doubt" (ran the article) "that Mr. Gas- 
goyne has honestly earned the confidence of his country. 
He is of the stuff of which great administrators are 
fashioned. To see him, to hear him, to trace and retrace 
the steps by which he has reached his present position is 
to be reminded irresistibly of such men as Clive and 
Warren Hastings — men filled with a splendid audacity 
and all-conquering personality not to be daunted by any 
obstacles, however seemingly insurmountable. . . ." 

Dorothy re-read Dick's concluding lines: 

"I send you a clipping from a morning paper not 
controlled by me. But my successful candidature is by 
no means certain." 

Dorothy hid both letter and cutting as Min came 
through the gate and ran up the steps leading to the 
front-door. A minute later he was standing before her 
with a look upon his face she had never seen. At this moment 
his likeness to his father became almost uncanny. He took 
her hands, pressed them gently, and kissed her cheek. 

"Thank God, I am a man," he said. 

She knew then that the moment she had dreaded for 

so many years had come. 

"What do you mean?" she faltered. 

18* 
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"That I am old enough and strong enough, mother, 
to share your burdens." 

Dare we blame her that she temporised? 

"My burdens, Min?" 

"Mother, don't play with me! Is it fair? I have 
heard what they are saying in this town. And, before we 
fight the enemy, we must hold a council of war." 

His glance, his firm tone, dominated her. She sat 
down trembling. Her swift acquiescence slightly per- 
plexed him. She had the air of a timid woman, of one 
who shrinks firom what is disagreeable — an attitude so 
alien to her that he eyed her doubtfiiUy. 

"You have always been so plucky." 

She smiled faintly. How could she tell him that she 
was horribly afraid for him, not for herself? He con- 
tinued slowly: 

"I can understand how you feel: you, the purest wo- 
man in the world." He paused for a moment to grapple 
with and subdue his rage. Presently he spoke with greater 
restraint: "Mother, do you know what they are sa)dng?" 

"I can — guess." 

"Before we face this accursed thing together, is there 
nothing you have to say to me first?" 

"Yes." 

He sat down beside her and took her hand. Often, 
lying awake at night, she had wondered with what words 
she would break the truth, or part of it, to him. Now 
she found herself speechless, unprepared, hesitating 
whether to begin at the beginning or the end. 

"Tell me what you have heard," she whispered. 

"Oh, mother, must I? I can't — I can't" 

"They are sajdng, Min, that Richard Gasgoyne i^ 
your father." 
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"Yes." 

She laid her head against his broad shoulder, hiding 
her face. He fett her hand fluttering in his as a hideous 

doubt assailed him. If it were true ? Why did she 

take this he so meekly? His cheeks were blazing as he 
drove doubt from him, 

"Mother?" 

"Yes, my son." 

"Look at me!" 

She raised her tender eyes to his. 

"I want to say this. I believe in you as I believe in 
God. An angel from heaven couldn't shake my faith in 
you. I know that this is a cruel and damnable lie. 
Mother ! " 

She had risen, and clung to him pitifully. The pride 
in his voice, his assured bearing, his faith in herself, over- 
whelmed her. She heard him murmuring caressing phrases, 
felt his kisses upon her eyes and forehead, and wished 
passionately that the truth had been made plain from the 
begiiming. For the first time she realised that she had 
made a mistake; she ought to have foreseen this moment. 

Min was speaking hurriedly, trying to console, but 
wondering vaguely why she had broken down so utterly. 

"I have thought it all out You met my father; he 
was not quite of your class; you loved him, and married 
him; then he had to leave you — and was killed. Your 
own people behaved like beasts! Oh, I see it all, you 
poor little mother! And now the ice is b"*'"'" t^-**""— 
us, and together we'll face this outrageous 
fight it" 

"Together, yes; but " 

"You told me Mr. Gasgoyne cared 
didn't he?" 
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"Yes." 

"He married the wrong woman, anyway. And be- 
cause he was so nice to me, she started liiis — this lie. 
Everything is growing clear; but, mother, you must tell 
me more about my own father : all about him. I — I don't 
care a hang if he wasn't a swell. He must have been 
the right sort or you wouldn't have married him. But 
tell me who he was, now." 

Still she hesitated, seeing his ardent face, his ingenuous, 
troubled smile. 

"Mother, you must tell me. I — I insist" 

"Min, be kind to me! Oh, Min, if I could spare you, 
if I could lie to you " 

"Lie to me?" His face grew very black. 

"I would do it; yes, I would, ten thousand times, to 
spare you, but it's too late. I daresay I have been foolish, 
incredibly foolish " 

"For God's sake, mother, tell me the worst at once!" 

"Min, Richard Gasgo)ntie is your father." 

He stared at her till again she hid her face upon his 
shoulder. 

"What do you say?" She hardly recognised his voice. 

"He is your father." 

"My father! Then he abandoned you; he married 
another woman, he " 

"1 would have kept it from you for ever if I could. 
He wished you to know long ago; it would have been 
wiser and easier for you." 

"Curse him!" 

"Min!" 

To her unutterable dismay and distress he broke into 
virulent abuse of Gasgoyne. For the moment she was 
too confounded to account for this amazing indignation; 
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then she clearly saw the nature of the quagmire into 
which her confession had plunged them. Gasgo)ntie had 
loved, had gone away, had been counted as dead, but 
why, on his return to life, had he married another woman? 
That offence was abominable, incredible, unpardonable. 
And if she cleared him, she must break Min's heart and 
her own by telling him the name of his real mother. In 
this tangle of misery, one thing only flickered. She must 
temporise. Min's concluding words fell upon her distracted 
ears. 

"And now he wants me to go into his business, to 
step into his shoes. As if I would ! I repudiate him, as 
he repudiated you. I'll never call him father. I won't 
be beholden to him for another farthing. Mother!" 

He paused for a moment. 

"I entreat you to calm yourself, Min." 

"Calm myself! Great heavens! Did — did he pay 
for my schooling at Winchester?" 

"Yes." 

"FU work like a slave till I pay him back. And you 
accepted it? Oh, mother f" 

"For your sake. How could I refuse? And, in 
time " 

"Never, never, never!" 

"Min!" 

He turned from her roughly for the first time in 
his life. 

"How could you meet him? That day at Margate — 
and since!" 

He rushed out of the room; she heard the front-door 
slam with a violence that appalled her. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 
A DRAMATIC MOMENT. 

Dorothy's first analysable emotion was the conviction 
that she had lost her son, that never again would he 
look at her with the love and respect which the devotion 
of eighteen years had inspired. She repeated despairingly 
that she had acted for the best, and repeating this knew 
that she ought to have foreseen this hour, and foreseeing 
it would have acted differently. She sent for Susan. 
When she had told her faithful old friend everything, she 
added deplorably: "I am a fool, a sentimental fool. You 
have always known it; Lady Curragh has known it; Mr. 
Gasgoyne knows it. Oh, Susan, comfort me, for I am 
the most miserable and perplexed woman in England!" 

Susan was wiping her eyes with a corner of her apron, 
and in sore. need of comfort herself, but she plucked up 
spirit to answer tartly; 

"Women always think themselves fools when things 
go wrong. 'As for me, Fd sooner blame Providence who 
made us as we are. So far as I can see, and my sight's 
none o' the best now, there's only one thing to be done. 
You've told. him half the truth, tell him all of it, and let's 
be quit of lies for ever and ever." 

"That's your advice, is it? Well, I call it heartless." 
Being distracted, she vented some of her wrath upon 
Susan, as the best of women will do upon occasion. "Yes; 
heartless. I am to whitewash myself, hold myself up as 
a sort of saint, and push poor Crystal deeper into the dirt" 

"Master Min is young and strong." 

"That's it; if he were older and wiser I could tell him," 
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"If you don't tell him, his father will." 

"What? Break his word to me? And Min won't 
speak to his father again; he is furious with him, be- 
cause " 

"Yes, yes," interposed Susan testily; "and he'll tell 
him to his face what he thinks of him. And at the first 
opportunity, too. It's lucky Mr. Gasgoyne is in London." 

"He's in Winchester," said Dorothy. 

"Lor! And we chattering here!" 

"Why, what do you mean?" 

"Master Min has gone straight to his father. Take 
my word for it" 

^He doesn't know where he is." 

"He'll soon find him." 

"Susan! If they should be together now?" 

"It wouldn't surprise me a little bit. I'll get your 
jacket and hat at once." 

Some sort of action seemed the one thing possible. 
Susan bustled upstairs; Dorothy tried to recall whether or 
not she had spoken to Min at breakfast of Dick's arrival. 
She was quite sure that she had not. At any rate no 
time was to be lost. Dick might appear unexpectedly; 
he was likely to meet Min in the street. She must see 
him first to warn him, to entreat his forbearance and 
patience with headstrong youth. 

Awaiting Susan, she walked to the window just in 
time to see Min striding up the path. She heard his 
step in the hall, and the next moment he had entered 
the room and taken. her in his arms. 

"I have been a beast," he cried. "Oh, mother, I 
rushed off without a word, like a madman; but I've come 
back to tell you how I love you. At any rate I have — 
you. You are niine, all mine. X don't care what hr 
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happened, you believe that? It makes no difference, ex- 
cept that I love you more. Oh, poor little mother, how 
could I leave you?" 

And she had doubted him! 

Perhaps at this moment Dorothy reaped the first 
fruits of her reward. This was in truth her very son 
claiming her as his own. A warm glow suffused every 
fibre of her being. She had not been foolish; she had 
been wise. What sustained Min in his hour of agony 
was the reflection that he was her flesh and blood. She 
heard the eager passionate voice: "I would sooner be 
your son than the son of an empress. Say you bcr 
lieve me!" 

"I do, I do." 

"We'll get out of this sickening place. I have thought 
it all out," (he had been absent less than half an hour!) 
"we can go to Canada. We shall stick together. My 
God! how ril work for you. Oh, you poor little mother!" 

He kept on repeating this phrase, indicating his ab- 
sorbing consideration for her, the rejection of self: being 
afire to console, to compensate, to protect 

"You are my son, my dear, dear son." 

The words were uttered as if they were a sacrament. 
She was so proud of him that a not^ of triumph became 
audible to tie young man. He said quickly: "You are 
not ashamed of me?" 

"Ashamed of you? Never. What you have been to 
me, you can never know. Before you could speak, when 
your tiny arms clung to me — when I thought that you 
were to be taken fi'om me — ashamed? Never think that, 
my darling." 

"You shall be proud of me yet. I swear it Hullo!" 

A discreet tap at the door was heard. Susan Jud- 
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kins was descending with Dorothy's things in her hand, 
when Min rushed back into the house. Whereupon Susan 
hastily laid down jacket and hat upon a chair and re- 
tired, not to her pantry, where much work awaited her, 
but to the bedroom upstairs whence an extended view of 
the St. Cross Road was obtained. 

"It's Susan," said Dorothy; then in a swift whisper, 
she added: "Susan knows, but say nothing to her now. 
Come in!" 

Susan entered, rather tottery. 

"Mr. Gasgoyne is coming down the road," she gasped 
out and fled. 

"He dares to come here?" exclaimed Min. At once 
his manner changed with a swift transition from tender- 
ness to hardness. It was Crystal's son who spoke. 

"I shall speak to him." 

"No." 

"Mother, I must — and alone." 

"No, no." 

"Then I speak in your presence." 

"So be it" She resigned herself to the inevitable, 
unable to struggle against too strong circumstance. "Only 
remember that he is your father — and he loves you." 

"I can only remember that he outraged and deserted 
you." 

There was not time to exchange another word. Min 
went to the farthest comer of the room, Dorothy stood 
trembling near the door. 

• • • • • 

Gasgoyne — it may be imagined — had not come to 
Winchester without definite purpose. Indefiniteness he 
had always despised as the clumsy, amorphous mark-of- 
thumb of a weakling. Such men, moreover, never look 
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back, except possibly with the intention of noting past 
mistakes so as to avoid similar blunders in the future. 

As he walked down the St Cross Road, he had 
never been so sensible of his power, and in particular 
that ability to adjust what most men regarded as inad- 
justable. Crystal was dead and buried. He had re- 
gained freedom. He walked as if he rejoiced in this 
freedom, holding his head high, turning his glance upon 
the foot-passengers he met. The St. Cross Road, part 
indeed of the famous highway between London and 
Southampton, stretched straight and wide in front of 
him. At this moment he was thinking of Southampton 
and of the lure of that vast empire beyond, in whose 
government he had such an ever-increasing interest. He 
was thinking also of Dorothy, of what she had endured 
for his sake, and of the reparation he was about to offer. 
He knew, none better, what the world was saying of her. 
He was aware of what influence he had brought to bear 
to keep her name out of the great newspapers; and he 
knew that his future, if he married her, depended upon 
the purification of that name. 

Busy as he had been during the past week, his most 
strenuous thought had been given to this: the solving of 
a domestic problem. And the solution, now that he had 
reached it, seemed so obvious. This young man, his 
son, must be told the whole truth, foolishly withheld so 
long; Dorothy's good name must be vindicated privately 
and publicly. The Helminghams, the Curraghs, Lady Ips- 
wich, would undertake this duty. Ga^oyne, too much in 
the public eye to be sensitive, had told himself that the 
kingdom should ring with the story of Dorothy's self- 
sacrifice. What she had done was superb, epic, but not 
commonsense. He, however, would adjust that. 
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In this spirit of not unnatural self-inflation he entered 
Dorothy's drawing-room. 

Instantly he perceived that he had come at a dramatic 
moment. What to others might have seemed coincidence, 
to Gasgoyne appeared co-ordination. He had passed 
through too many dramatic moments not to be aware of 
their value to the man who has a sense of them: that 
flair which is often mistaken for genius. His subordinates 
said that their chief had a gift for arriving "on time." 

Dorothy spoke first. On such occasions, Gasgoyne 
took care that the other person should always speak 
first She saw him glance at Min, standing with his 
back to him; Dick's thick eyebrows raised themselves. 

"He knows that he is our son," she whispered. 

"Uml" growled Gasgo)me. He hesitated for one 
moment, then he approached the young man. 

"Min " 

The young man met his father's eyes, but ignored 
the outstretched hand. It was an axiom of Gasgoyne's 
to forestall accusation by self-accusation. 

" Of course you think me an unspeakable blackguard," 
he said tentatively. 

"Yes." 

"Just so. I daresay you feel murderous?" 

"You cannot feel as I feel — why try?" 

f* I have done you the greatest injury a father can do 
his son, but" — he shrugged his massive shoulders — 
** words are cheap, eh? Do I alter what I have done by 
grovelling to you, by saying that I am sorry? No. The 
wrong has been done. It can't be wiped out, or — 
minimised. I treat you as a man. What remains? Shall 
^e say compensation? Will you look with me, not back- 
ward but ahead?" 
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"I refuse — compensation from you. I won't take a 
farthing; what you have spent upon me, I'll pay back 
some day." 

"This is nonsense. Forgive the word; I can't think 
of another that would not hurt you." 

The boy — let us remember that he was not yet nine- 
teen — might have remained proof against everything ex- 
cept Gasgoyne's unconscious assumption of superiority. 
Suddenly he burst out with violence: 

"You treat me as a man, you say; but you look at 
me as if I were a child! You're my father, are you? I 
don't want such a father. Murderous? Yes; I could kill 
the cur who slunk off and left her " 

"Min!" 

"Let him speak," said Dick. 

The boy's passion of rage seemed to shiver itself 
against his impassivity. From this moment the force of 
it, its intensity and volume broke into fragments. He 
continued interjectionally, as Gasgoyne used to speak in 
those far-off days when he became excited: 

"You deserve to be killed. To ruin her — such a woman : 
the sweetest, the best. And to marry instead a " 

"My wife is dead," said Gasgoyne, with his eyes on 
the boy's face. 

"You killed her, too." 

"Min, I implore you — you don't know — you " 

"Let him finish," commanded Gasgoyne. "This is 
my affair, Doll, not yours. Go on, boy!" 

"I'll never speak to you again, so I may as well finish. 
I loathe the very sight of you. You coward and cad ! " 

"Well crowed!" said Gasgoyne. "At your age I 
couldn't have done better. Now, unless you have more 
to say, or unless you are thinking of personal assault, 



WENT. 287 

will you be good enough to leave us, unless" — he looked 
curiously at Dorothy — "unless you, Dorothy, see your 
way to prove to this young gentleman that even the devil 
is not so black as youth and inexperience and ignorance 
ma y paint him " 

A pause followed. Something in Gasgoyne's tone 
challenged Min's attention; very vaguely he became aware 
that Gasgoyne's acceptance of these insults was signi- 
ficant; that beneath the impassive, slightly contemptuous 
surface ran currents and cross-currents of which he had 
no cognizance. Glancing from his father to Dorothy, he 
marked an extraordinary expression of indecision, fear, 
and acute distress forming itself upon her face. As he 
watched her, frowning, she fluttered towards him, laying 
an entreating hand upon his shoulder, 

"Min, he is right; you don't know — -everything. Vou 
have been hasty, unjust. Will you leave us for a moment?" 

"If you wish it" He moved slowly to the door, and, 
turning on the threshold, came back a few paces, intently 
regarding her. Gasgoyne, with a shrug of the shoulders, 
had walked to the window. Again the boy tried to read 
the face of the woman whom he had reverenced as im- 
maculate and impeccable. 

"Mother," he said hoarsely, "before I go, I " He 

paused irresolutely, trying to soften what must be said, 
floundering in a sea of phrases. "If I do not know every- 
thing, that is not my fault, is it' W^ snpats nf — mm. 
pensation. Perhaps he has come 
is dead, to — to offer you what — 
to take, arent you? We have e 
there is not room in our hves f< 
to interpret the expression on he 
away by the fear that possessed i\ 
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brutally: "If he asks you to choose between him and 
me " 

Gasgoyne stared out of window, while mother and son 
tried to read each other's hearts. 

"Go," said Dorothy softly. She put out her hands 
and pushed him from her, very gently. To him the action 
was unmistakable. He shrank back and walked out of 
the room. 

• • . • • 

"He is the right sort," said Gasgoyne, coming towards 
her. "We shall make something of him," 

"We?" her lips trembled. 

"My dear Dorothy, what do you suppose has brought 
me here? Come, come, this scene has been too much 
for you. Sit down; let us talk comfortably." 

He took her hand, pressed it tenderly, and led her 
to the sofa. For a moment he waited, as if conceding to 
her the right to speak first As she said nothing, he con- 
tinued quietly but emphatically: 

"You had an opportmiity just now. Shall I tell you 
that I contrived it? More: that I foresaw what would 
happen, that in a sense I rather enjoyed being called a 
coward and a cad. What a loyal son he will make after 
this!" 

"After this?" 

He looked at her steadily. With a slight intake of 
his breath, and in a subtly different tone, he exclaimed: 

"Surely you intend to tell him the truth now." 

"Why?" 

"Why?" He rose up, agitated for the first time. 
When Dick saw anything dearly that might be obscure 
to others, his impatience and disdain were certain to be 
shown. "Good heavens! You ask — why? Our future, 
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his future, depends upon it My dearest, listen! This 
great political opportunity is within my grasp; but I will 
not deny to you that what has happened here may— I 
don't say it will — but it may do me a serious injury. I 
have enemies; England is Puritan; the Nonconformisfa 
have tremendous weight with the Prime Minister. I saw 
him yesterday, and he hinted at an explanation; not in 
words, but you^understand?" 

"I understand." 

"It may be touch and go. I asked him to trust me; 
he has most generously done so. But, Dorothy, there's 
something I want more than any honour. I want you, 
Dorothy Fairfax, with every stain wiped from you. I want 
your people, your old friends, all England to know what 
manner of woman you are," 

"And Min?" 

"Are you going to let him live and die believing me 
to be cad and coward?" 

She put her hands to her face. She remembered 
what Min had said about the woman who was hanged in 
Winchester gaol. She saw his face. But, overmastering 
this memory, was the tremendous fact that she was being 
asked to give up her son, to renounce her motherhood. 
And she knew that Gasgoyne, being the man he was, 
could never understand her feelings. 

"It would break his heart and mine," she mur- 
mured. 

"Nonsense! Forgive me, Doll, but men's 
rather tougher than you suppose. What diffei 
make?" 

"That you should ask thatl" 

"I do ask it — as a right The whole tru 
told. Everything will be adjusted. You will 
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proper position in the world again as my dear wife. Arid 
I can make the world receive him as my son." 

"But never mine!" 

"You are distracted." 
• "Oh, Dick, I am indeed." 

"Then let me think and act for you." He tried to 
gain possession of her hand, but she evaded his grasp. 
Her brain seemed to be melting, because the demand 
upon it was too great. But the sure instinct of a woman 
told her that the gain of a father would never compensate 
Min for the loss of his mother. He had used the word 
flesh and blood — and rightly. He was bone of her 
bone; her bowels yearned over him. In this supreme 
moment she regarded Gasgoyne with hostile eyes, because 
he was about to tear her asunder from her son. And he 
knew it. She saw his jaw set, his eyes grow cold. 

"He stands between us. Well, it has come to a 
choice between him and me. Which are you going to 
take?" 

"If I could see plainly " 

"I see plainly. You love him. Crystal's son, better 
than you do me. Look at me! Deny it if you can." 

She raised her eyes to his. 

"It is true," she replied simply. 

He glared at her, speechless, unable to beUeve his 
ears, assured that he had triumphantly forced the situa- 
tion. 

"Then keep him," he answered violently. Mastering 
himself, he spoke the final words deliberately: "The day 
may come when he will regret this; you are taking my 
bread from your son's mouth." 

For the third time she heard a door slam between 
herself and him. 
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CHAPTER XX. 
REVELATION. 

When Min left the drawing-room, he paused for a 
moment and then ran upstairs. Upon the landing he 
encountered Susan. Afterwards Susan confessed that 
never in her life had she been so flustered as at that 
moment, which accounts adequately for what followed. 
Her head whirled, but the instinct to console remained 
paramount. She followed Min into his room and shut 
the door. Blinded as the boy was by passion and misery, 
the love and fidelity of his old nurse flared across his 
vision. 

"Oh, Susan," he said, "I have lost her." 

"My pore lamb! Then you know " 

"I know everything." 

At this moment indignation entered into the soul of 
Susan Judkins. It seemed incredible that Dorothy should 
allow Min to bear this crushing blow alone, but the fact 
stared her in the face, bellowed in her ears. 

"/ have lost her.'* 

He flung himself upon his bed, face down upon the 
pillow. Susan watched him with compressed lips and 
nervously moving fingers. She burned to comfort him, 
but she did not know what to say. 

Min, perhaps, was conscious of her presence, but it 
made no diff*erence; he was past the stage of sensitiveness 
to outward things and persons. In his brain festered the 
conviction that his mother was about to accept as hus- 

19* 
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band the man who had caused her and him indescribable 
anguish. That she should do this undermined everything 
he had held to be good and true. Was she shame- 
less? He would have killed the man who dared to say- 
so, but her face when he left her was unrecognisable. 
If she had struck Gasgoyne, when he suggested that 
hideous word, compensation, he could have fallen at her 
feet and adored her. But she — she intended to accept 
it. Is it surprising that he told Susan he had lost 
her? 

"My pore lamb!" 

She sat down by the bed, anxiously regarding him, 
seeing him as helpless baby, as urchin, as schoolboy, 
seeing him always gay and ardent, now abased, wild with 
misery. The tears gathered in her eyes and fell slowly 
down her wrinkled cheeks. She was furious because her 
tongue and wits, ordinarily nimble, now seemed palsied; 
she felt that her mistress had failed, and that it behoved 
her not to fail. Maternal instincts had bloomed long ago 
in her heart, their fragrance had sweetened unnumbered 
hours. She wondered if Master Min had any idea of the 
strength of her love. Very tentatively she put out her 
hand, stained and wrinkled by the service of so many 
years, and touched the head upon the pillow. 

"Master Min " 

He made no answer, but the hand was not shaken 
off as she had feared it would be. 

"Master Min, you have lost her in a way of speaking, 
but don't let her think you think so." 

Min growled out: "I must, I must. Do you suppose 
that things can go on as they were? Oh, Susan!" 

She saw him writhe, and the pain in her own heart 
loosened her tongue. 
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"Master Min, I'm only a foolish old woman, but I 
know that things and persons are never quite so bad as 
they may seem, never! Pm not going to say a word 
against pore Mrs. Gasgoyne, but she did desert you, and 
if my Miss Dorothy had never given up her whole life for 
you, where would you have been to-day. Master Min?" 

"What?" He sat up, galvanised into nervous activity. 
Susan, with eyes dimmed by tears, continued hurriedly: 

"I said at the time we was making an 'ole-and-corner 
affair of it, but we acted for the best, Master Min. You 
must always believe that, and now that she can be 
happy; you ought to thank God, hard though it may be 
for you to do it Why, Master Min!" 

Min had grasped both her hands, and was holding 
them firmly, staring into her dim eyes. 

"Susan, when did Mrs. Gasgoyne desert me?" 

Certainly he had his father's great gift of going 
straight to the point. Susan had just made what ap- 
peared to him the most astounding statement he had 
ever heard. 

"When you was a baby." 

"Did she?" 

"Surely they told you that" 

"No: they didn't tell me— that" 

He let go of her hands and walked to the window. 
Outside the sun shone clearly in a rain-washed sky, but 
the dust of the universe seemed to have got into his 
head. By accident Susan had revealed a great secret. 
He could not grasp it as yet, but he must ask more 
questions, he must dissemble for a little while. With 
his back turned towards his old nurse, he asked quaver* 
ingly: 

"Who was she then?" 
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"A pore actress at one o' the 'alls." H's forsook 
poor Susan in moments of stress. 

"Then she was not a — lady?" 

"She called herself one," replied Susan desperately. 

"Susan," he said, "you have let the cat out of the 
bag. Now you must tell me everything." 

Susan, gaping at him, utterly confounded, said 
"Lor!" 

"Begin at the beginning," he commanded. 

He was very pale, but he spoke quietly, although 
emphatically. Men desperately wounded in battle have 
frequently recorded the fact of their insensibility to severe 
wounds inflicted after they have been first stridden down. 
It is certain that for the moment Min hardly realised that 
he was not Dorothy's son, or rather the intelligence found 
him unable to feel it, although he could see and hear it, 
because his sensibilities were benumbed by previous suf- 
fering. At his curt words, Susan broke down, sobbing 
bitterly, protesting that her mistress would never forgive 
her. However, she managed to sob out most of the story, 
and perhaps her artless recital increased rather than 
diminished the pathos and irony of it. Min listened in 
silence, conscious that he was isolated, that he could see 
and understand everything from the point of view of an 
outsider. But to himself, he kept on thinking: "She is 
speaking of me, oi me! I was left in a Foundling Hospital. 
I have no name." 

"We acted for the best," wailed Susan Judkins. 

She had punctuated every phrase with this. 

"Of course you did," said Min. He took her hand 
and patted it. "Dry your eyes, Susan. I can't take it 
in, that's a fact, but you acted for the best — I know 
that" 
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"God bless you, Master Min!" 

"You poor old dear, you're shaking like a jelly." 

His sympathy for others, always his most gracious 
characteristic, began to flow again. Susan's distress made 
a sudden and overpowering demand upon it. 

"Stop it!" he commanded. "You are not to blame." 

"You said you'd lost her, Master Min." 

"So I did. I meant something else. Never mind, 
Susan; look here, howling won't help any of us. And I 
want your help — most awfully." 

He sat down on the edge of his bed, staring at her. 
The youthfulness of his face had faded out of it 

"I'm rattled," he muttered, putting his hand to his 
eyes as if to brush away obscuring films. "I'm dazed, 
Susan. I cannot think why she — she " 

"She!" echoed Susan disdainfully. "If you want to 
break the tenderest heart in the world, you'll go on calling 
her *she' instead of 'mother.'" 

His features softened. 

"Why did mother do this for me, Susan?" 

"Master Min, seein' as you're a man, which ain't your 
fault, of course, I don't know as you'll ever be able to 
understand that But I'll do my best to tell you. Your 
mother took care of you first, because she loved your 
father; and she took care of you secondly, because she 
loved you. She's never said so to me, but it wouldn't 
surprise me to learn that at the very first she hated you 
nearly as much as I did, and now I believe you're the 
greatest thing on earth to her — yes: the greatest" 

"What an angel!" 

"You may say that, Master Min." 

There was a long pause. 

The slam of the door below echoed through the small 
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house; then, quite distinctly, Gasgoyne's step was heard 
in the hall, and the slam of the hall door. Min went to 
the window. GasgO)aie was going away. At the wicket 
he turned, looking back. Min could see his face plainly: 
not the face of a successful lover! It was twisted by 
anger and humiliation: the humiliation of defeat over- 
powering one who has a right to reckon himself a 
conqueror. 

"He is going," said Min. "Oh, Susan, she has sent 
him away without — without " 

He did not finish his sentence, for the expression on 
Susan's face struck him dumb. 

"I told you that you was the greatest thing in the 
world to her." 

"Susan — I — I must go to her. She's alone." 

But Susan held up her hand with a gesture familiar 
in nursery days. 

"You stay here, Master Min. When she's ready, your 
mother will come to you. You won't have to wait 
long." 

The words were scarcely out of her mouth when Min 
heard Dorothy's step on the stairs. 

"Susan, you must say something: give her a hint." 

The door opened, and Dorothy stood on the threshold. 
Min saw that her eyes were full of anxiety for him. She 
glanced, puzzled, from Susan to him. Then Susan said 
abruptly: 

"Miss Dorothy, I've let it out I always knew I should. 

You won't forgive me, I daresay, but " she paused, 

adding defiantly: "but I've forgiven myself already." 

With that she rushed past Dorothy into the passage. 

"Mother!" 

Outside Susan heard that word come from the boy's 



REVELATION. 297 

throat with a scream, and he heard also Dorothy's gasp 
as Min's arms nearly strangled her. The old nurse 
smiled. 

"He's going to be her own true son now," she 
muttered. 

• • • • • 

Of what passed between mother and son we shall say 
nothing. We may indicate — no more — certain mental 
phases. Is it too much to affirm that in losing his mother, 
Min gained her for ever? Dorothy's devotion, her love, 
her tenderness, became infinitely enhanced, because he 
was not of her flesh and blood. The mystery of it touched 
him to issues higher than he had yet contemplated. Not 
then, but afterwards, he realised, with intense reverence, 
that such love, purged of all earthly taint, was (to him at 
any rate) a divine revelation of that greater Impersonal 
love from which it emanated. We shall see that such 
knowledge inspired in him an ardent desire to be worthy 
of it, to cast aside for ever what was mean, and false, 
and fleshly. 

Presently, Dorothy went to her own room, and Min, 
somewhat furtively, slipped out of the house. Gasgoyne, 
at his hotel, was packing a bag when his son came in. 

"Oh, it's you, is it?" said Dick. 

"I'm sorry," said Min. "I called you hard names, sir, 
but I didn't know." 

"You didn't know — eh? And how much do you 
know now?" 

"Everything," said Min. "I beg your pardon, sir." 

They shook hands, and Min talked. He had not said 
much when Gasgojrne lit a cigar. Before the boy was 
half through, Gasgoyne had let it go out: a thing of rare 
occurrence with him, He threw it away arid lit another, 
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watching Min with growing interest The hostility in his 
glance flared up now and again, and then died down. 
Sometimes he felt that his own son was speaking; at 
others the conviction inflamed him that the speaker was 
the obstacle between himself and the woman he wanted. 
At the end, he nodded approvingly. 

"You've had a knock-out," he said, "but you've picked 
yourself up pretty quick, and Pm glad you had the sense 
to come here at once on your account and on mine." 

"But I came on hers," said Min. 

"Hers?" For the moment he did not understand. 
"Oh! I see, I see. You came on hers, did you? She 
didn't suggest " 

"Never!" exclaimed Min angrily. 

"There, there! Keep your temper. You expect me 
to go back to her?" Min nodded. "Well, I shall not do 
so, because" — he smiled grimly — "because a woman's 
heart can only hold one man at a time. For the moment 
you occupy the premises, but when you go " 

"When I go, sir?" 

"You can call me * father' if you like. My boy, I 
shall talk straight to you. I never could talk straight to 
your " 

"Mother," said Min. He scored, but he didn't 
know it. 

"I have never talked straight to your — mother. It's 
a queer thing, but I don't think quite straight when I'm 
with her. She muddles me." 

"Me, too, sometimes*" 

"What are your plans?" 

"I suppose I shall try to make a home for her some- 
where, unless " 

"Go on!" 
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"Unless you offer her one." 

"But she won't take what I offer, because of you. 
Look here: at Margate long ago she had a moment of — 
call it weakness, if you like. I knew that I had her in 
my hand — so! She was mine, mine! God! howl wanted 
her! But you, a baby, you and your claims outweighed 
me and mine." 

"Thank God!" said Min. 

"Same thing to-day, when there are no moral barriers, 
you stand in the way." 

"I'll get out of the way, if it's best for her." 

"Will you? You're a good fellow, Min. You're hard 
hit, as I said, and you must be seeing stars. When my 
father died, when I found myself penniless and homeless, 
I saw stars too. By George! everything in me seethed 
and rotted; but out of the rot came the new growth: 
strong, green, vigorous. I'd been a mannikin; fighting 
for my own hand made a man of me. Do you want to 
fight for your own hand, as I did?" 

"Yes," said Min. 

"Then I'll help you, and I won't hurt her. She wants 
you, let her keep you. You speak French well, don't 
you? Well, I can give you a billet in Paris. It will be 
hard work, day in and night out, and you'll have to start 
at the foot of the ladder." 

"When can I begin?" 

His father looked at him; then he held out his 
hand. 

"Shake!" he said. 

For a moment father and son eyed each other. 

When Dick spoke his voice had lost all inflection of 
superiority. He said simply: 

"She wishes th^ world to believe you to be her own 
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son. Tell her from me that I am willing it should be so. 
Tell her," — he paced up and down the room, frowning — 
"tell her that your future shall be my care." 

"You are very generous." 

"Am I? Urn!" 

Min looked nervous; then, after a moment's hesitation, 
he said abruptly: "You are going away?" He looked at 
the bag half open and half packed. 

"There is nothing to keep me here now," said Gas- 
goyne, but he looked with even more acute attention at 
the flushed cheeks of his son. 

"If you would do me a favour " 

"WeU?" 

"Stay here for twenty-four hours!" 

Dick was about to speak, but he shut his mouth 
quickly, a gesture of his when perplexed. 

"I knpw what I'm about," added Min with dignity. 

"I'll stay." 

"Thank you— father." 

"I see you don't want me to ask any questions." 

"I would rather you didn't. Would it bother you to 
write a line to your Paris people about me?" 

"What? Now?" 

"If you don't mind." 

Again Gasg03me stared at his son, recognising his own 
qualities reproduced so strongly, and yet with variations 
as strong. 

"All right I know how you feel." 

He sat down at once and wrote a letter, enclosing it 
in an unsealed envelope. 

"That will do." 

"Thanks. Good-bye." 

They shook hands quietly, as Englishmen will in mo- 
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ments of stress. Possibly the elder man was the more 
moved of the pair. When Min left the room, the father 
sat down frowning, glancing at his bag, thinking of the 
many things in town which clamoured for attention, but 
dismissing them with an impatient frown. His mind 
settled itself on Dorothy and Min. 



Next day, very early in the morning, Min and Susan 
might have been seen in earnest conversation: what the 
Irish call "colloguing." Dorothy remained in bed; spent 
by what had passed. Min had come in as usual to kiss 
her, and she had wondered at the freshness and energy 
upon his face. But since their long talk together in Min's 
bedroom he had said nothing either of the past or the 
present Dorothy was content that it should be so. Her 
brain and body needed rest But he, the principal 
sufferer, appeared to be restored, to be himself. Only 
when he left her, he kissed her again several times with 
a warmth and tenderness which she was able to interpret 
afterwards. 

Meanwhile, he had written two letters — never a very 
congenial task. One was addressed to Gasgoyne; the 
other was written and rewritten several times, although it 
filled only half a sheet of ordinary writing paper. This 
letter he sealed and gave to Susan, whose face was a 
shade redder than usual, and her scanty hair pulled back 
so tightly that her eyes seemed to be bulging from her 
head. Withal she assiuned an expression of triumph, as 
if she reckoned herself to be not only a planner and 
plotter, but one whose plots and plans had been carried 
to a successful denouement. Min divined pride; and yet 
^he did not assign to herself the credit 
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"I've been an instrument, Master Min," she said. 

"You have, indeed," Min assented gravely. 

"I've wondered and wondered," murmured Susan, 
"why such a stupid old silly as I really am held so tight 
on to living." 

"You don't mean that now you are ready to go?" 

"No, Master Min, I want to live just as long as I 
can." 

"Poor old Susan! You've had some bad times." 

"Bad? Yes. When my Miss Dorothy began to play 
ducks and drakes with her good name, I nearly died. 
But there, we're tougher than we think." 

"That's true," said Min. 

Very shortly after this, these conspirators sneaked out 
of the back garden, Min carrying a portmanteau, and 
Susan following with handbag and umbrella. At the back 
door stood a fly. 

"Good-bye, you old duck!" 

Regardless of the driver, who looked very much as- 
tonished, Min embraced Susan with vigour. Then he 
entered the fly, and told the coachman to drive to the 
station. 

Susan went back to the house. Half an hour later 
she gave to Dorothy Min's letter; but she left the room 
before Dorothy broke the seal. 



"Darling Mother" (it began), "When you open this I 
^hall have started for Paris, where I shall find work wait- 
ing for me — the work I like, the work of a journalist, 
which may lead to everything nowadays. 

"Why have I left you so suddenly? 

"I don't know that I can tell you quite honestly. But 
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ril try. Yesterday afternoon I called at the Deanery, at 
the Barracks, upon Mr. Heseltine — who is a stunner and 
no mistake — and upon the Head Master. At the Bar- 
racks I was lucky enough to find the colonel in. I told 
everybody the truth, and what you did for me. They 
won't cut you again, you angel, but you may have to cut 
and run from them. My father doesn't know what I have 
done. He told me to tell you that he would look after 
my future, and with the attention I am going to give to 
that same, I ought to flourish. Because I'm nobody, I'm 
the keener to make myself somebody. Do you remember 
what you said when we looked at the gaol from the 
Battery Hill about the children of love; that there was a 
place for them, and that Nature sometimes made them 
stronger than the others? 

"But why have I run away? 

"Well, the snob is not quite out of me, but the beast 
is dying; I can feel him squirming feebly. I couldn't face 
the crowd, not even with you beside me. So I ofFed it. 
I'll write from Paris. 

"Your own son, for ever and ever, 

"MiN." 



Later, Dorothy showed the letter to Susan. 

"His father persuaded him to do this." 

"Not he." 

"Susan, it has driven him from his home — from us." 

"We can follow him." 

"I think not; he has left us. Oh, Susan, it is a great 
thing that he has done, but I have lost him — I have lost 
him." 

She sat down trembling, realising that the moment 
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which all loving mothers dread had come to pass. The 
young bird had flown from the nest, and she was left in 
it alone! 

At luncheon Susan tried to tempt her with the famous 
omelette which she had learned to make in Touraine. 
Dorothy could hardly swallow a morsel. Her eyes rested 
on the small silver mug upon the sideboard which Min 
had used as a child. There were other mugs, trophies 
recording his success as an athlete and racquet player; 
and on the mantelshelf lay one of his pipes, overlooked 
in the excitement of a sudden departure. Susan hung 
about: anxious to console, but unable to speak; Dorothy 
went into her own room, and looked at haJf a dozen ob- 
jects, quite worthless in themselves, which she valued far 
more than her best coloured prints. She had Min's first 
shoe, several locks of hair, gradually darkening in tint, 
each dated, a tiny front tooth which he had pulled out in 
great triumph, his best frock worn just before he was 
breeched, his first letter, and an absurd black, curly- 
coated dog without which the urchin refiised to go to 
bed. 

The dog brought to mind Solomon and his son, 
Benjamin. Afi;er Benjamin's death, Dorothy lived without 
a dog, because she had the feeling that his place could 
never be filled. 

''He has left me," she whispered again and again. 

And in her heart she knew that Min did not wish her 
to follow him to Paris. She guessed that the most ardent 
desire of his heart was not to cancel his obligation, but 
to prove that her never-failing tenderness and self-sacrifice 
had not been manifested in vain; that he, in his turn, 
must find a fitting home for her; the work of his head 
and hands. And what more natural? She told herself 
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that she rejoiced in his strength of purpose, in his pluck, 
in his self-effacement And yet the stupendous fact re- 
mained that he was gone, that he would never come back 
quite the same, that the old sweet order had passed 
away: the boy had put away childish things for ever — 
she looked at the curly-coated dog and sighed — he was 
now and henceforth concerned only with what appertains 
to the man. 

Presently, Susan bustled up to say that Mrs. Heseltine 
wished to see her. Dorothy was tempted to send down 
an excuse, but she ended by receiving the small, bright- 
eyed Httle woman. 

"Min told us everything," she burst out, "and indeed 
I had to come and tell you, what you know already, that 
he is one of the best, as my David says — one of the 
best'* 

"But he has gone." 

"My dear, they all go." 

"Your David did not leave you." 

"He would leave me at a word from you." 

"If I could have said that word " 

"My dear, I think I understand; and so does he. 
And we always knew, both of us, that you were the most 
wonderful creature. Dear me! Here is Mrs. Chatfield 
coming to call." 

She rose, guessing the nature of Mrs. Chatfield's 
errand, but Dorothy, with slightly heightened colour, 
begged her old friend to remain. 

"It will make it easier for me. She cut us only last 
Sunday, but I bear her no malice." 

Mrs. Chatfield came in, rather red and shiny of com- 
plexion. When she spoke, the words dropped from her 
mouth one by one with measurable pauses between, as if 

Her Son. 20 
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she had carefully appraised their value and weight, and 
dealt them out somewhat grudgingly: 

" Miss — Fairfax — you — will — forgive — me ? " 

"Never! if you say another word." 

Mrs. Chatfield sat down, glancing at Mrs. Heseltine. 

"The town can talk of nothing else," she said. "My 
first housemaid, an invaluable servant, gave me warning 
this morning — most unprovoked, but I assure you I have 
hardly thought of her. The dean foimd it difficult to 
settle down to his work. Forgive me, but did Lady Ips- 
wich know the truth?" 

"No," Dorothy replied. "Please say no more, Mrs. 
Chatfield." 

"But, Miss Fairfax, you will be interested to know 
what dear Lady Andover says." 

"Upon my honour, I am indifferent" 

"She uses the word 'heroine.'" 

Mrs. Heseltine nodded her approval of the substantive. 
Dorothy felt exceedingly imcomfortable. This was what 
Min would call "slopdoshing." And "heroine" sounded 
to her ludicrously inappropriate. For she was profoimdly 
sensible that at bottom she was the most unheroic and 
selfish of women, because she wished passionately that 
Min had held his tongue and remained boimd to her 
apron-strings. 

The prattle of the ladies, flowing faster and faster 
now that the awkward moment had passed, fell upon 
Dorothy's dreaming ears. Min had played his part so as 
to secure for her an interminable new lease of life in 
Winchester. Presently, her visitors rose to take leave. 
Mrs. Chatfield glanced out of window. ^ 

"The days are drawing in, are they not? Soon winter 
will be upon us; and, as one gets older, the winters seem 
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1 to come round faster and to last longer, as I was saying 
' to the dean only yesterday. Good-bye. And you have 
really forgiven me?*' 

They went away: excellent women, reflecting faith- 
fully the conventions and traditions of the College and 
the Close. 

"I am Miss Fairfax," said Dorothy, "and winter is 
coming upon me." 

She went to the window from which such a far- 
reaching view of the St Cross Road was obtained. To 
the right lay the cemetery with its sentinel elms guarding 
the time-stained stones beneath them; to the left, not a 
quarter of a mile distant, rose the spires and pinnacles 
of the ancient College; in fix>nt, out of sight but hard by, 
the Itchen flowed tranquilly to the sea. 

Standing at the window, Dorothy told herself that she 
had loved Winchester because it had been kind to Min. 
Without Min, Winchester would become intolerably dull 
and tiresome. If she followed him to Paris ? 

A memorable half hour followed, in which reason 
wrestled with impulse. Dorothy had a vision of a charm- 
Lag cottage just outside Paris — on the river, of course — 
near Passy or Auteuil. Fancy wreathed it with honey- 
suckle and roses, furnished it delightfully, painted it white 
with apple-green shutters and palings. 

She smiled derisively, knowing that she was evoking 
shadow not substance. Men like Min did not attain their 
full stature in sweet-smelling cottages, tended by loving 
women: pleasaunces encompassed by apple-green palings. 
No; Min must range free, fighting for his own hand« as 
his father had fought before him. 

His father. 

20 ♦ 
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Inevitably her thoughts turned to Dick. Susan brought 
the tea-things and a smoking-hot Sally Lunn. 

"I thought maybe you'd fancy that." 

"Thank you, Susan. By the way, don't let me be 
disturbed. I'm not at home whoever calls." 

"Very good, ma'am," said Susan. 

Dorothy sat on after she had drunk her tea, staring 
into the fire, thinking of Min's father, who now cared 
more for his ambitions, his position, than he did for her. 
How small a thing love was to men 1 how great, how over- 
mastering a domination to women! 

She closed her eyes with the reflection that she was 
old and tired and faded. No doubt chivalry or gratitude 
— not any warmer feeling — had brought Dick to Win- 
chester. In any case, he had gone away furious. He 
would never forgive her. 

It was the hour when — so doctors tell us — the phy- 
sical powers of those no longer young are at a low ebb. 
Dorothy lay back in her chair, exhausted: sensible — per- 
haps for the first time in her life — that winter now coming 
on would not be followed by spring. And somewhere a 
girl was growing up who would be Min's wife: the first 
woman in all the world to him. 

She shivered slightly. At that moment she heard the 
door-bell ring, and a step outside as. Susan answered the 
bell. Then the door of the drawing-room opened. 

"Who was it, Susan?" Dorothy asked, without turning 
her head. 

As Susan did not answer, she turned her head and 
saw Dick. Immediately she rose, confused, taken at a 
disadvantage, feeHng that she was not strong enough to 
cope with this masterful man. 

"Oh, it's you," she said helplessly. 
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He came forward, slowly. 

"I knew I should find you alone, and " 

"Min told you." 

"He wrote me a line saying that he was leaving for 
Paris. I have offered him work. He's a good boy. He'll 
go far. We need not worry about his future." 

She wondered if he knew what Min had done. His 
next words showed her plainly that he did not. 

"Yesterday," he continued gravely, "I entreated you 
to let me clear your good name, once and for all; I still 
think it would be the wise thing to do, but so far as I 
am concerned, I urge it no longer. You must do what 
you think best for yourself and the boy. It's hard for 
me to put myself into your shoes " 

He paused. 

"Won't you sit down, Dick? Have you had tea?" 

*^Hang tea! Dorothy, I've pushed myself in here — 
Susan, by the way, must be held blameless — to say that 
if the boy must be first, let me be second." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Yesterday, I was a selfish, self-infiated ass. I had 
the cheek to believe that the country wanted me, and 
that you wanted me, and that neither could worry along 
without me." 

"The country does want you." 

"Does it? I am not so sure of that." 

He laughed grimly. 

"How dark it is getting." 

"Don't ring for the lamps! This firelight is kind to 
you, Doll. Perhaps it is kind to me. Perhaps it softens 
what lies below as well as what is on the surface. Don't 
ring for the lamps — yet!" 

In the firelight he looked smilingly into her troubled 
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face, into the eyes which shrank from and yet turned 
back to his. Unconsciously he had assumed a pose 
familiar long ago. So he had stood looking down upon 
her, one elbow upon the mantelpiece, upon the hearthrug 
at the Doll's House in Oakley Street And the soft glow 
of the embers was kind to him, obliterating the lines upon 
his face, softening the masterful glance of the eyes. 

''Doll," he said, and his voice changed slightly, losing 
its remarkable inflection of power, "you don't want me, 
do you, but I wonder if you know how badly, how des- 
perately, I want — you?" 

She made no answer. 

"I want you so badly," he whispered, "that I'll chuck 
this big thing, which somehow doesn't seem so very big 
after all, for your sake. I tried to bargain yesterday. 
To-day, Doll, I surrender — unconditionally. If you wish 
to live under a doud, I'll live under one with you, gladly. 
We'll" — his voice reminded her irresistibly of the old Dick 
— "we'll share the same umbrella. If England doesn't 
suit you, we'll find another country. North, south, east, 
or west: it's all the same to me, if you'll let me come 
too. Doll" — the last rag of restraint fell from him, as 
he concluded desperately — "for God's sake, come and 
take care of me." 

"You don't know what Min has done?" 

"Min?" 

She told him, showed him the letter. He read it 
silently, weighing every word written or imphed. Then 
he said slowly, "He is your son." 

"Dick, he has gone from me for ever. Oh, I know." 

"That is true," he answered slowly. "And there is 
not a true mother in all the world who has not felt the 
pangs which are tearing you. Doll, at this moment, don't 
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you think that jaa do want me a little: about one tven> 
tieth as much as I want yon? I asked yon yesterday in 
my airpgance to let me take caie of yon; a minute ago 
I asked you with greater reason to take care of me; now, 
for the third time, I beseech yon to let us take care of — 
each other." 

• • • • • 

Susan Judkins said alierwaidsi, with a complacency 
which lifin adequatdy described as '^fad,^ that nothing 
else could possibly haye happened. 

"No soisible person," ^ remarked, ''could think oi 
my Miss Dorothy as an <M maid." 
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a V. 

Betham - Edwards, M. 
The Sylvestres z v. — Felicia a v* — 
Brother Grabriel a v, — Forestalled x v. — 
Exchange no Robbery, and other No- 
velettes z V. — Disarmed z v. — Doctor 
Jacob z V. — Fearla z ▼. — Next of Kin 
Wanted z v. —The Parting of the Ways 
I y, — For One and the World z v. — 
*The Romance of a French Parsonage 
z V. — France of To-day z ▼. — Two Aunts 
and a Nephew z v. — A Dream of Mil- 
lions z V. — The Curb of Honour z v. — 
France of To-day {Second Series) z ▼. — A 
Romance of Dijon z ▼. — The Dream- 
Charlotte z V. — A Storm-Rent Sky t v. — 
Reminiscences z v. — The Lord of the 
-Harvest z ▼. — ^ Anglo-French Reminis- 
cences, Z875 — z89^ z V. — A Suffolk Court- 
ship z V. -r- Mo(:Jl BMgars' Hall z v. — 
East of Paris z v. — A Humble Lover z v. — 
Barham Brocklebank, M.D. z v. — Martha 
Rose, Teacher z v. 

Bierce, Ambrose (Am.). 
In the Midst of Life z v. 

Birchenough, Mabel C 
Potsherds z v. 

Bisland, B.: v, Rhoda Brough- 
ton. 

Bismarck, Prince: vide Butler. 
Vide also Wilhelm G6rlach 
(Collectioii of German Authors, 
p. 29), and Whitman. 

Black, William, f 1898. 

A Daughter of Heth a v. — In Silk At- 
tire a V. — The Strange Adventures of a 
Phaeton a v. -»- A Princess of Thule a ▼. — 
Kilmeny x v. — The Maid of Killeena, and 
other Stories z v. — Three Feathers a ▼. — 
Lady Silverdale's Sweetheart, and other 
Stories z V. — Madcap Violet a v. — 
Green Pastures and Piccadilly a v. — 
Macleod of Dare a ▼, — White Wings 



a ▼. ^ Snnrise a v. ~ The Beantifal Wretch 
z V. — Mr. Pisistratus Brown , M.P. , in 
the Highlands ; The Four Macnicok ; The 
Pupil of Anrelius z ▼. — Shandon Bells 
(with Portrait) a v. — Judith Shakespeare 
a V. — The Wise Women of Inverness, 
etc. z V. — White Heather s v. — Sabtna 
Zembra a v. — The Strange Adventures 
of a House-Boat a v. <^In Far Locbaber 
a V. — The New Prince. Fortnnatua a v. — 
Stand Fast, Craig-Royston lav. — Donald 
Ross of Heimra a v. — The Magic Ink, 
and other Tales z v. — Wolfenberg a v. — 
The Handsome Humes a v. — Highland 
Cousins a v.<— Briseis a v.— Wild Blelin 2 v. 

■'Black- Box Murder, the," 
Author qL 
The Black-Bos Mnrder z ▼. 

Blackmore, Richard Doddridge, 
t 1900. 
Alice Lorraine a v. — Mary Anerley 3 v. 
— Christowell a v. — Tommy IJpmore 
a V. ^ Perlycroas a v. 

"Blackwbod." 

Tales from "Blackwood" CFirst Series) 
z V. —Tales from " Blackwood " (Second 
SerietJ iv. 

Blagden, Isa, f 1873. 

The Woman I loved, and the Woman 
who loved me; A Tuscan Wedding z v. 

Blessington, Countess of (Mar- 
guerite Grardiner), -f 1849. 

Meredith z v. — Strathem a v. — Me- 
moirs of a Femme de Chambre z v. — 
Marmaduke Herbert a v. — Country 
Quarters (with Portrait) a v. 

Bloomfield, Baroness. 

Reminiscences of Court and Diplomatic 
Life (with the Portrait of Her Majesty 
the Queen) a v. 

Boldrewood, "RoVL 

Robbery under Arms a ▼. — Nevermore 
av. 

Braddon, Miss (Mis. Maxwell). . 

Lady Andley's Secret a v. — Aurora 1 
Floyd a V. — Eleianot'syictozy a v. — ^John 
Marchmont's "Legacy a v. — Henry Dun- 
bar a v. — The Doctor's Wife a v. — 
Only a Clod a v. — Sir Jasper's Tenant 
a V. — The Lady's Mile a v. — Rupert God- 
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wiu 2 V. — Dead-Sea Fmit s ▼. — Rnn to 
£arth s v. — Fenton's Quest s t. — The 
Levels of Arden x v. — Strangers and 
Filgprims a ▼. — Lodns Da-woren 3 ▼. — 
Taken at the Flood 5 ▼. — Lost lor Love 
2 ▼. — AStrange Woild 2 v. — Hostages 
to Fortune t v. — Dead Mot's Shoes 

2 V. — ^Joshua Hag^gaid's Daughter 2 v. — 
Weavers andWeft i v. — In GreatWaters, 
and other Tales i v. — An Open Verdict 

3 V. — Vixen 3 V. — The Qoven Foot 3 v. 

— The Story of Barbara s v. — Just as I 
am 2 V. — Asphodel 3 v. — Mount Royal 
2 V. — The Grolden Calf 2 v. — Flower and 
Weed .X v.«- Phantom Fortnae 3 V. — 
Under the Red Flag x v. — Isfamael 3 v. 

— Wyllard's Weird 3 v. — One Thing 
Needful 2 v. — Cut by the County x v. — 
Like and Unlike 2 v.— The Fatal Three 
2 V. — The Day wiU come 2 v. — One 
Life, One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. — 
The Venetians 2 v. — AH along the River 
2 V. — Thou art the Man 2 v. — The Christ- 
mas Hireliags, eto, x v. — Sons of Fixe 
2 V. — London Pride 2 v. — Roughjnstica 
2 V. — In B^h Places 2 v. — His Darling 
Sin x V. — The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict 
2 v. — The Rose of Life 2 v. 

Brassey, Lady, f 1887. 

A Voyage in the "Sunbeam" 2 v» — 
Sunshine and Storm in die East 2 v. — In 
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring 
Forties 2 v. 

** Bread -Winneis, the," Author 
of (Am.). 
The Bread -Winners x v. 

Bret Harte: vide Harte. 

Brock, Rev. William, f 1875. 
Sir Henry Havedock, El. C B. x v. 

BrontS, Charlotte: vide Currer 
BelL 

Bronte, Emily & Anne: vide 
Ellis & Acton BelL 

Brooks, Shirley, f 1874. 
The Silver Cord 3 v. — Sooner or Later 
3V. 

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker). 

Station Life in New Zealand x v. — 
Station Amusements in New Zealand 
XV. — A Year's Housekeeping in South 



A£aca i v. — Letters to Guy, and A Dis- 
tant Shore — Rodrignes x v. — Colonial 
Memories x v. 

Broughton, Rhoda. 

Cometh vp as a Flower x v. ^ Not 
wisely, hut too wdl 2 v. — Red as a Rose 
is She 2 V. — Tales for Christmas Eve 
XV. — Nancy 2 v. — Jo^n » ▼• — Second 
Thoughts 2 V. — Beunda 2 v. — Doctor 
Cnpid 2 V. — Alas 1 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh 
XV. — A Banner x v. — Scylla or 
Chaxyhdis? x v. — Dear Faustina x v. — 
The Game and the Candle x v. —Foes in 
Law XV. — Lavinia x v. 

Broughton, Rhoda, ft Elisabeth 
Bisland. 
A Widower Indeed x v. 

Brown, John, f 1882. 
Rah and Us Friends, and other Papers x v. 

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 

t 1861. 

A Selection from her Poetry (witii Por* 
trait) z V. — Aurora Leigh x v. 

Browning, Robert, f 1889. 
Poetical Wdfks (with Portrait) 4 V. 

BoUeo, Frank T. 
The Cruise of the " Cachalot" 2 v. 

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
t 1873. 

Pelham (with Portrait) x v. — Eugene 
Aram x v. — Paul ChfFord z v. — Zanoni 
X V. — The Last Days of Pompeii x v. — 
The Disowned x v. — Ernest Maltravers 
XV. — Alice z V. — Eva, and The Pilgrims 
of the Rhine i v. — Devereux i v. — 
Godolphin and Falkland z v. — Riensi 
XV. — Night and Morning x v. — The Last 
of the Barons 2 v. — Athens s v. — The 
Poems and BaUads of Schiller x v. — 
Lucretia 2 v. — Harold 2 v. — King Arthur 
2v. — TheNewTimon, and St. Stephen's 
X V. — The Caxtons 2 v. — My Novd 4 V. — 
What win he do with it? 4 v. — Dramatic 
Woz^ 2 V. — A Strange Story 2 v. -~ 
CaiEtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales-vf 'ltt»> 
tnsx V. — Miscellaneous Pros«W( 
Odes and Epodes of Horaoo t V^< 
Chillingly 4 v. —The < 
The Parisians 4 V. — Pi 
tan z V. 
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Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord 
Dalling), f 1^72. 
Historical Character! 2 ▼. — The Life of 
Viscount Falmerstoa 3 v. 

Bunyan, John, f 1688. 

The Pilgrim's Progress x ▼. 

"Buried Alone," Author of 
(Charles Wood). 
Buried Alone x v. 

Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg* 

son (Am.). 

Through one Administration a ▼. •^ Little 
Lord Fauntleroy i v. — Sara Crewe, 
and Editha's Burglar t ▼. — The Pretty 
Sister of Jos6 x v. — A Lady of Quality 
2 ▼. — His Grace of Osmonde a ▼. 

Bumey, Miss (Madame D'Ar- 
blay), \ 1840. 
Evelina x ▼. 

Bums, Robert, f 1796. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) x v. 

Burton, Richard P., f 1890. 
A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v. 

Bury, Baroness de: vHe "All 
for Greed." 

Butler, A. J. 

Bismarck. His Reflections and Re- 
miniscences. Translated from the great 
German edition, under the supervision of 
A. J. Butler. With two Portraite. 3 v. 

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., f 188 1. 

Jennie of "The Prince's," 2 v. — Won 
a V. — Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v. — 
Nell— on and off the Stage a v. — From 
the Wings a v. 

Byron, Lord, f 1824. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Cafi^n, Mr8.Mannington (Iota). 

A Yellow Aster x v. <-~ Children of Cir- 
cumstance a V. — Anne Mauleverer a v. 

Caine, HalL 

The Bondman a v. — The Manxman 
a v. — The Christian 2v,-t' The Eternal 
City 3 ▼. — The Prodigal Son a ▼. 



Cameron, Vemey Lovett. 
Across Africa a ▼. 

Campbell Praed, Mrs.: vidt 
Praed* 

Carey, Rosa Nouchette. 

Not Like other Ghrls a ▼ **Bnt Men 

must Work" i v. — Sir Godfrey's Grand- 
daughters 2 V. — The Old, Old Story 2 v. 

— Herb of Grace a v. — The Highway of 
Fate a V. — A Passage Perilous a v. — At 
the Moorings a v. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881. 

The French Revolution t ▼. — Fre- 
derick the Great 13 v, — Oliver Crom- 
well's Letters and Speeches 4 V. — The 
Life of Schiller z v. 

Carr, Alaric. 
Treheme's Temptation 2 v. 

Casde, Agnes & Egerton. 

The Star Dreamer a v. — Incomparable 
Bellairs x v. — Rose of the World x v. — 
French Nan x v. — " If Youth but knew ! " 

X V. 

Castle, Egerton. 

Consequences a v. — **l4i Bdila,*' and 
Others x ▼. 

Charles, Mrs. Elisabeth Rundle, 
•(• 1 896 : vide Author of "Chro- 
nicles of the Schdnberg-Cotta 
Family." 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
t 1880. 
Oliver of the Hill x ▼. 

Cholmondeley, Mary. 

Diaaa Tenwest a v. ~- Red Pottage 2 v. 

— Modi and Rust x v. — Prisoners a v. 

Christian, Princess: vide Alice, 
Grand Duchess of Hesse. 

** Chronicles of the Sch5nberg- 

Cotta Family," Author of (Mrs. 

K Rundle Charles), f 1896. 

Chronides of the SchOnberg-Cotta Fa- 
mily a V. ~> The Dcaytona mud the 
Davenants a v. — On jBoth Sides of 
the Sea a v. «- Winifred Bertram x v. — 
Diary of Mrs. Elitty Trevylyan x v. — 
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The Victory of the Vanqnished z ▼. — 
The Cottle by ^ Cathedral and other 
Parables x ▼. — Against the Stream a v. 
— The Bertram Family a v. — Conquer' 
ing and to Conquer x v. — Lapsed, but not 
Lost X V. 

Clark, Alfred. 
The Finding of Lot's Wife x v. 

Clemenfi, Samuel L.: v. Twain. 

Clifford, Mrs. W. K. 

Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman x v. 
—Aunt Anne ST. — The Last Touches, and 
other Stories x v. .-* Mrs. Keith's Crime 
X V. — A Wild Proxy x v. — A Flash of 
Summer x ▼. — A Woman Alone z ▼. — 
Woo^de Farm z ▼• — The Modem Way 

I V. 

Clive, Mrs. Caroline, f 1873: 
vide Author of Pftul FcnoU." 

Cobbe, Frances Power, j* 1904. 

Re-Echoes x ▼. 

Coleridge, C R. 

An Bnglish Squire a v. 

Coleridge, M. E. 
The King with two Faces a t. 

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, 

t 1834. 
Poems X ▼. 

CoUins, Charles Allston, f 1873. 
A Cruise upott Wheels a ▼• 

Collins, Mortimer, f 1876. 

Sweet and Twenty a ▼. -> A Fight with 
Fortune a ▼. 

Collins, Wilkie, f 1889. 

After Dark z v. — Hide and Seek a v. — 
A Plot in Private Life, etc x v. — The 
Woman in White a v. — Basil s ▼. — Ko 
Name 3 V.—- The Dead Secret, and other 
Tales a V. — Antonina 2 ▼. — Armadale 
3 V.—- The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and 
Wife 3 T. — Poor Miss Finch a v. ~ Miss 
or Mrs. ? x v. — TheNew Magdalen a v. — 
The Frozen Deepz v. — The Law and the 
Lady a ▼. — The Two Destinies x v. — My 
Lady's Money, and Percy and the Ihrophet 
XT. — The Haunted Hotel i ▼. — The 
Fallen Leaves 2 v. — JcicbeVs Daughter 
a V. — The Black Robe a v. — Heart and 



Sdence 2 ▼. — " I say No." 2 v. —The Evil 
Genius a v. —The Guilty River, and The 
Ghost's Touch x ▼. — The Legacy of Cain 
a V. — Blind Love a v. 

« Cometh up as a Flower," Au- 
thor of: vide Rhoda Brough- 
ton. 

Conrad, Joseph. 

An Outcast of the Islands a v. — Tales 
of Unrest x v. 

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 
. t 1885. 

Called Back x v. — Bound Together 
a V. — Dark Days x v. — A Family Affair 
a V. — Living or Dead a v. 

Cooper, James Fenimore(Am.), 

t 1851. 
The Spy (with Portrait) x v. — The Two 
Admirals x ▼. — The Jack O'Lantem x v. 

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine 
Saunders. 

Corelli, Bilaxia 

Vendetta 1 a v. — Thelma a v* — A 
Romance of Two Worlds a v. — *' Ardath " 
3 V. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris 
a V. — The Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches z v. — Barabbas ; A 
Dream of tiie World's Tragedy a v. — 
The Sorrows of Satan a v. — The Mighty 
Atom z V. — The-Murder of Delida z v. — 
Ziska XV. — Boy. A Sketch, a v. —The 
Master-Christian av.— *'TemporalPower" 
a V. ^ — God's Grood Man a v. ^ Free 
Opinions x v. •.- Treasure of Heaven (with 
Portrait) a v. 

Cotes, Mrs. Everard. 

Those Delightful Americans x v. — Set in 
Autbority z V. 

•* County, the," Author of. 

The County x v. 

Crailf, George Lillie, f 1866. 

A Manual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language a v. 

Craik, Mrs. (l^iiss Dinah M. 

Mulock), t 1887. 

John Halifiaz, Gentleman a t. — The 

Head of the Family a v. — A Life lor a 

Life 2 V. — A Womas't Thought* abonl 




8 



Tatichnits Edition, Complete List* 



Women z T.^-Agatha't Husband z v.— 
Romantic Tales x ▼. — Domestic Stories 
IV. — Mistress and Maid z t, — The 
Ogilvies I V. — Lord Erlistonn z t. — 
Christian's Mistake z v. — Bread upon 
the Waters z v. ~ A Noble Life z ▼. — 
OUve a V. •^ Two Marriages z v. -- Studies 
from Life z ▼. — Poems z v. — The 
Woman's Kingdom a ▼. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories a v. — A Brave 
Lady 2 v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France 
z V. — My Mother and I z v. —The Little 
Lame Prince z v. — Sermons out of Church 
zv.— TheLaui^-Bush; Two little Tinkers 
z V. — A Legacy a ▼. — Young Mrs. Jardine 
3V. — His Little Mother, and other Tales 
and Sketches z v. — Plain Speakifig z v* — 
Miss Tommy z ▼. — King Axtbur z v. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Lost and Won z v. — Faith Unwin's 
Ordeal z v. — Leslie Tyrrell z v. — Wini- 
fred's Wooing, etc. z v. — Mildred z v. — 
Esther Hill's Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre- 
velyan z v. — Without Kith or Kin 2 v. — 
Only a Butterfly z v. -— Sylvia's Choice ; 
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick z v. — 
Dorcas a v. — Two Women a v* 

Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C 

Stirling. 
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to 
Bear, by Miss Craik : A True Man, by M. 
C. Stirling) a v. 

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide 
Lady FuUerton. 

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.). 
Mr. Isaacs z ▼. — Doctor Qaudius zv. — 
To Leeward z v. — A Roman Singer 
z V. — An American Politician z v. — 
Zoroaster z v. — A Tsde of a Lonely Parish 
2 V. — Saracinesca a v. — Maraio's Crucifiz 
z V. — PaulPatoflf 2 v. — With tbelmmortals 
IV. — Greifenstein a v. — Sant' Ilario 
2 V. — A Cigarette - Maker's Romance 
z V. — Khaled z v. —The Witch of Pra^e 
2 v. — The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsmo 
2 V. — The Children of the King i v. — 
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche z v. 
— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. — The Ral- 
stons a V. •» Casa Braodo 2 v. — Adam 
Johnstone's Son z v. --« Taquisara 2 v. — 
A Rose of Yesterday z v. — Corleone 

2 V. — Via Cruds 2 v. — In the Palace of 
the King 2 v. ^ — Marietta, a Maid of 
Venice 2 v. r- Cecilia 2v, — The Heart 
of Rome 2 v. — Whosoever Shall Offend... 

3 y , — Soprano ? y, -» A Lady of Rqme z y. 



Crockett, S. R 

The Raiders a v. — C\e% Kelly a v. — 
The' Grev Man a v. -> Love Id^ls z v. — 
The Dark o' the Moon a ▼. 

Croker, B. M. 

Peggy of die Bartons a v. — The Hi^j 
Valley z v. — The Old Cantonment, with 
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere z v. 
— A Nine Days' Wonder z v. — The 
Youngest Miss Mowbray i v. 

Cross, J. W.: vide George 
BUot^s Life. 

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. 
Thomas. 

Cummins, Miss (Am.), j- 1866. 

The Lamplighter z v. — Mabel Vaughan 
z v. — £1 FnreidSs zy. — HanntedHearts zv. 

Gushing, PauL 
The Blacksmith' of Voe a v. 

"Daily News." 

War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi- 
bald Forbes and others 3 v. ^ 

"Dark," Author of. 
Dark z v. 

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.). 

Galleghor , etc. z v« — Van Bibber and 
Others z v. — Ranson's Folly z v. 

De Foe, Daniel, | 1731. 
Robinson Crusoe z y. 

Deland, Margaret (Am.). 
John Ward, Preacher z v. 

"Democracy," Author of (Am.). 

Democracy z v. 

" Demos," Author of: vide George 
• Gissing. 

"Diary and Notes," Author 
of: vide Author of "Horace 
Templeton." 

Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 

The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) av. — 
American Notes z v. — Oliver Twist z v. — 
Nicholas Nickleby a v. — Sketches z v. — 
Martin Chuzslewit a v. ^ A Qiristmas 
Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the 
^earth z v. — Master Humphrey's Clock 
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|OIdCuri«it;Shap;BvnibTRiid«e,eli:.) 

3 T. ~ Fictum fran lUlf it.— Dumbur 
and Son 3 t. — OkiiA Copperfeld 3 ». — 
Bleak UcnuB^T. — ACfaild'iHinotyal 
EneUod |iT.8°M. 1,70.)— Hud luna 
I y. — LiltlB Dorrit Iwith kllnstraSoii.) 4 1. 

— Tbe Batlls d[ Life; Ths Haunted Man 

I*. — ATalioftwoCidoK Urnited 

Down ; Tli* Uomninerdal Traveller 1 T. 

— Gieat Eipsctatiani 1 v. — Chiittmu 
SloriiH, Etc, IT. — Out Mutual FiHand 
(with lUu^atioiii) 4 T_ — SomBbodj'i 
LuRKaffe; Mn. Llmper^i Lodging* ; Mji. 
Lirriper*! Lega^ IT. — Doctor Mari- 
ffold'i FrBBCriptiabi r Mngbj JnntlloaiT. 

— The Mnterr of Edwin Dcood (with 
Ill<u[fatiOQ>) 1 T. — Ths Mndfot Papen, 
IT. — TIlsLellen ofCliacles Dickem. ed. 

4 «. — ViJi al» Houehold Wordi , NdtiU 
and Talai, ud John Fonter. 

Dickens, Ctutrlea, A Willde 
Collins. 

No TliaHinfhfuai The LaM Hi« Hol- 
linrford I T. 

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea- 
consfield, \ iSSi. 
CoDlngibr IT. — Sftril I V. — Contarlnl 
Fleming (with Portrait) 1 T. — AlreyiT. — 

l^thair I T> — Endjraion t t, 

Dixon, Ella Mepworth. 
Tlie Stoiy of a Modem Wauu I T. — One 

Doubtful Hour I T. 

Dlzon, W. Hepwoith, f 1879- 
Fenoml KteUnr of Lord Baosn it.— 
The Holj Land 1*.— New Americair.— 
Spiring WJTei IT.— Her Uaiestr'i 
Tower .t. — Fiee Ruuia it.— Hiitoiy 
□f two boesd* 6 T. — White Canqaiat 
ST.- Diana, Ladj Ljls I T. 

Dixon, Jr., ThoniEis, (Am.). 
Tba Leopird'i Spon 1 t. 

Dougall, L. (Am.), 

Betgsn All > t. 

Dowie, M£nie MurieL 
A Girl in the Earpalhlau < t. 

Doyle, Sir A. Conan. 

I *.— The Captain of the Fo 

other Talei it. — The White Company 

5 T. — A Sludf in Scarlet i «. — Tba 



A Clarko 



Gnat Shadow, and Boyond the City 1 1 

The AdTEBlurei of Sherlock Holmei 

Ths Refugeei it. — TIis Firm 



The £apl«t 

RodnejSloL 

The Tiaredr of the Kon 

"--- ■~--- — F 

ni_ _._ 

id of the Baiker- 

viEJs I v. ^ AdTCDCnTa of Gerard it, — 

Ths ReCom of Sherlock Holms 1 t. — Sir 

Nigal 1 T. 

Drummond, Professor Henry, 

The Grrateit Thing In die World; Pai 
Vobiicum ; The Changed Life i t. 

DuffeiiD, tbe Earl oL 
Letten Ironi High LatiDidei 1 1. ■ 

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide 
Ml*. Cotes. 

Dunton: vide Tb. Watts-Dun- 



Eastwick, Edward B., f 1SS3. 
AatoUegraphj of LnUullah i t. 

BdEewoitii, Msiia, vide Series 

for the Yonng, p. zg. 
Edwardcs, Mrs. Annie. 

— A Vagabond Heroine IT Leah : A 

Woman of Faibion 1 t. —A Blue-Stock- 
ing IT. —Jet : Her Pace or Her FortunsP 
I r. — ViTian the Beauty 1 t. — A Ban- 
room RepeiitMce it, — A Girtoo Girl 
9 T. — A FlaywriEbt'i DauEhcer, and 
Bertie GrifEtb> i v. — Pearl-Pewdar i t. 
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z V. — A Thousand Miles up the Nile a v. 
— A Poetry-Book of Modem Poets z ▼• •<- 
Lord Brackenbury s 7. 

Edwards, M. Befham-: vide 
Betham. 

Edward, Eg^gldston (Am.). 
The Faith Doctor 2 v. 

Elbon, Barbara (Am.). 
Bethesda a ▼. 

Eliot, George (Miss Evans — 
Mrs. Cross), f 1880. 
Scenes of Qerical Life a v. — Adam 
Bede a v. — The Mill on the Floss a ▼. — 
Silas Mamer i v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 V. — Daniel Deronda 4 v. ^ — The 
Lifted Veil , and Brodior Jacob z t. — 
Impressions of Theophrastos Such z ▼. — 
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
z y. — George Eliot's Life, edited by her 
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v. 

** Elizabeth and her German 
Garden," Author of. 

Elizabeth and her German Garden z y. — 
The Solitary Summer z y. — The Bene- 
factress ay. — Princess Prisdlla's Fort- 
night z y. — The Adventures of Elizabeth 
in Riigen z y. 

Elliot, Mrs. Prances, f T898. 
Diary of as Idle Woman in Italy ay. — 
Old Court Life in France a v. — The 
Italians ay. — The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in SicOy z y. — Pictures of Old 
Rome ly. — The Diary of an Idle Woman in 
Spain a v. — The Red Cardinal z y. — 
The Story of Sophia z y. — Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople z y. — 
Old Court Life in Spaun a v. — Ronum 
Gossip z y. 

Emerson, Ralph Waldo, j- 1882. 
Representative Men z v. 

** Englishwoman's Love-Let- 

ters, an," Author of. 
An Englishwoman's Love-Letters z v. 

Errol], Henry. 

An Ugly Duckling z v. 

Esler, E. RentouL 
The Way they loved at Grimpat z y. 

"Essays and Reviews," the 
Authors of. 
Essays and Reviews. By various Authors 
z y. 



"Estelle Russell," Author of. 
Estelle Russell a v. 

Esterre- Keeling, JBlsa D'. 

Three Sisters z y. — A Laugliing Philo- 
sopher zv. — The Professor's Wooing iv. 
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland 
TV. — Orchardscroft z y. -~ Appassionata 
z V. — Old Maids and Young ay. — The 
Queen's Serf z y. 

« Euthanasia," Author o£. 
Euthanasia z y. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, \ 1885. 

Jackanapes ; The Story of a Short Life ; 
Daddy Darwin's Dovecot z v. — A Flat 
Iron for a Farthing z v. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales z y. 

*< Expiated," Author of. 
Expiated a y. 

Pargus, P. J.: vide Hugh Con- 
way. 

Farrar, P. W. Pean), -j- 1903. 
Darkness and Dawn 3 y. 

"Fate of Penella, the," Authors 
of. 

The Fate of Fenella, by 34 Authors z y. 

Pelldn, Alfred Laurence: vide 
E. T. Fowler. 

Pelldn, Mrs.: vide E. T, Fowler. 

Pendall, Percy: vide F. C 
PhiUps. 

Fenn, George Manville. 

The Parson o' Dumford s y. — The 
Clerk of Portwick a v. 

Fielding, Henry, f 1754. 
Tom Jones a y. 

Pindlater, Mary and Jane: vide 
Kate Douglas Wiggin. 

Five Centuries 

of the English Langttage and Literature: 

John WydiflFe. — Greofirey Chaucer. — 
Stephen Hawes. r- Sir Thomas More. — 
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Jonson. — John 
Locke.— Thomas Gray (vol.500, published 
x8$o) z y. 
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Fleming, George (Am.). 
Kismet z t. — Andromeda a t. 

Forbes, Archibald, f 1900. 
My Experiences of tiie War between 
France and Germany a ▼. — Soldiering 
and Scribbfing z ▼. — Memories and 
Studies of War and Peace 2 v. — Vide ak6 
•• Daily News," War Correspondence. 

Forrest, R» £• 
Elgbt Days 2 ▼• 

Forrester, Mrs. 

Viva 2 V. — Rhona 2 v. — Roy and Viola 
2 ▼. — My Lmrd and My Lady 2 v« — I 
bave Lived andLoved 2 v. — June 2 ▼• — 
Omnia Vanitas z v. '—Although he was a 
Lord» and other Tales z v. — Corisaade, 
and other Tales z v. — Once Again 2 v. — 
Of the Worid. Woridly z t. — Dearest 
2 ▼. — The Light of etiier Days z ▼. -<- 
Too Late Repented i v, 

Forster, John, f 1876. 
The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus- 
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and 
Times of Oliver Groldsmith % v. 

Fothergill, Jessie. 

The First Violin 2 v« — Probation a v. — 
Made or Marred, and *' One of Three" 
z V. — Kith and Kin a v. — Peril av."- 
Borderland a v. 

<* Found Dead,*' Author of: vide 
James Payn. 

Fowler, Ellen ThornejFcroft 

(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Felkin). 

A Double Thread a v. •> The Faningw 
dons a V. — Fuel of Fire z v. — Place and 
Power a V. — In Subjection 2 v. 

Fowler, Ellen Thomeycroft 
(Mrs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred 
Laurence Felkin. 
Kate of Kate Hall a v. 

Foz, Caroline, f 187 1. 

Memories of Old Friends from her Jour- 
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N. 
Pym a ▼• 

"Frank Fairlegh," Author of 
(F. E. Smedley), f 1864. 
Frank Fairish a ▼. 

Francis, M. E. 
The Duenna of a Genius z v. 



Frederic, Harold (Am.), f 1898. 

Illumination a v. — March Hares z v. 

Freeman, Edward A^ f 1892. 

The Growth of the English Constitution 
z V. — Select Historical Essays s v, — 
Sketches from French Travel z v. 

Froude,Jame8Anthony,-f' 1894. 
Oceana z v. — The Spanish Story of the 
Armada, and other Essays z v. 

Fullerton, Lady Georgiana, 

t 1885. 
Ellen Middleton z v. — Grantley Manor 
a V. — Lady Bird a v. — > Too Strange not 
to be True a v. — Constance Sherwood 
2 V. — A Stormy Life 2 v. — Mrs. Geralds' 
Niece 2 v, — The Notary's Daughter z v. — 
The Lilies of the Valley, andThe House of 
Penarvan z v. — TheCountessde Bonneval 
X V. — « Rttsfc Leblanc x v. — Seven Stories 
z V. — The Life of Luisa de Carvajal z v. 
->A Will and a Way, and The Hand- 
kerchief at the Window a v. — Eliane 
a V. (by Mrs. Aug^tus Craven, translated 
by Laay Fullerton). — Laurentia z v. 

Gardiner, Marguerite: vide 
Lady Blessington. 

Gaskell, Mn., > 1865. 

Mary Barton z v. — Ruth a v* — North 
and South z v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other 
Tales z ▼. ->The Lif« of Charlotte Bronte 
a v. — Lois the Witch, etc. z v. — Sylvia's 
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night's Work 
z V. — Wives and Daughters 5 v. — Cran- 
ford z V. — Cousin PhilUs, and other Tales 

1 V. 

**Geraldine Hawthorne,*' Author 
of: vide Author of **Mi8S 
MoUy." 

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lon- 

gard de Longgarde). 
Lady Baby a v. — Recha z v. — Ortho- 
dox t V. — TheWroogMan z v. — A Spot* 
less Reputation z v. — A Forgotten Sin z v. 

— One Year z v. — The Supreme Crime z v. 

— TheBIood-Taz z v. — Holy Matrimony 
X V. — The Eternal Woman z v. — Made 
of Money z v. — The Bridge of Life z v. 

— The Three Essentials z v. — The Im- 
probable Idyl z V. — The Compromise a v. 

Gerard, E. (Emily del^aszowska). 

A Secret Mission z v. — A Foreigner 2 v. 

— The Extermination of Love 2 v. 
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Giberne, Agnes. 
The Curate's Home x v. 

Gissing, George, j- 1903. 
Demos. A Story of English- Sodalitm % v. 

— New Grrub Street a ▼. 

Gladstone, Rt Hon. W. E., 

t 1898. 

Rome and the Newest Fashions in Ke- 
ligion XV. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in TurkikUn, with other Tracts 
z v. — The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts xv. 

Glyn, Elinor. 

The Visits of Elizabeth x v. — The Re- 
flections of Ambrosine x v. — The Vicissir 
tudes of Evangeline x v. — Beyond the 
Rocks z V. 

Godfrey, Hal: viii^ Charlotte 
O'Conor Eccles. 

Goldsmith, Oliver, f 1774. 
Select Works (with Portrait) x v. 

Goodman, Edward J. 
Too Curious x ▼. 

Gordon, Julicn (Am.). 
A Diplomat's Diarjr x v. 

Gordon, Major -Gen. C G., 

t 1885. 

His Journals at Kaitoum. Introduction 
and Notes by A. £. Hake (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 v. 

Gore, Mrs., f 1861. 

Castles in the Air x v. — The Dean's 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 
2 v. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life's Lessons 
2 v. — The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck- 
ington 2 v. 

Grand, Sarah. 

Our Manifold Nature x ▼. -^ Babs the 
Impossible 2 v. 

Grant, Miss. 

Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v. 

— My Heart's in the Highlands 2 v. — 
Artiste 2 V. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara 
Roma 2 V. 

•Gray, MaxwelL 

The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v. — The 
Reproach of Annesley 2 v. 



Grenville: Murray, £. C (Trois- 

Etoiles), t 18S1. 

The Member for Paris 3 v. — Young 
Brown 2 v. — The Bpndpir Cabal 3 v. — 
French Pictures in English Chalk (First 
Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-day 
XV. — French Pictures in English Chalk 
(Second Series) 2 v. — Strange Tales 
XV. — That Artful Vicar 2 v. — Six Months 
in die Ranks X v. — People Ihave met x v. 

Grimwood, Ethel St Clair. 

My Three Years in Si^anipur (with Por- 
trait) X V. 

Grohman, W. A. Baillie. 
Tyrol and the Tyrolese x v. 

Gunter, Archibald Clavering 

(Am.), 1 1907. 
Mr. Barnes of New York x v. 

Guthrie, F. Anstey : vide Anstey. 

"Guy Livingstone," Author of 
(George. Alfred Laurence), 
t 1876. 
Guy Livingstone x v. — Sword and 
Gown IV. — Barren Honour x v. — 
Border and Bastillex Vi — Maurice Dering^ 
XV. — Sans Merd s v. — Breaking a 
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha- 
garene 2 v. 

Habberton, John (Am.). 

Helen's Babies & Other People's Chil- 
dren XV. — The Bowsham Puzzle x v. — 
One Tramp; Mrs. Mayburn's Twins x v. 

Haggard, H. Rider. 

Eling Solomon's Mines x v. — She 2v. — 
TtJss 2 V. — Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 
Witch's Head 2 v. — Maiwa's Revenge 
xv« — Mr. Meeson's Will x v. — Colonel 
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Qeopatra 2 v. — 
Allan's Wife x v. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 V. — Montezuma's Daughter 2 v. — The 
People of the Mist ^ v. — Joan Haste 2 v. — 
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard 
XV. — Doctor Theme i v. — Swallow 
2 V. -^ Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa x v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — r A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. — 
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v. 
• — Ayesha. The Return of 'She* s v. — 
The Way of the. Spirit 2 v. — Benita x v. 

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew 
Lang. 
The World's Desire 2 v. 
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Hake, A* £.: vide Gen. Gordon. 

Hall, Mrs. S. C, t 1881. 
Can Wrong be Right? x v. — Marian a ▼. 

Hamerton, Philip Gilbert, 

ti894. 
Mannome z ▼• — French and Sngliih a v. 

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of 
••Not Easily Jealous." 

Hardy, Thomas. 

The Hand of Ethelbe]:ta a v. — Far 
irom the Madding Crowd a ▼. — The Re- 
turn of the Native a v. — The Trumpet- 
Major a ▼. — A Laodicean a ▼• — Two on 
a Tower a v. — A Pair of Blue Eyea a ▼. 

— A Group of Noble Damea x ▼. — Teaa 
of the D'UrbenriUea av. — Life'a Little 
Ironiea x t. •— Jude the Obacure a v. 

Harland, Henry, f 1905. 

The Cardinal'a Snuff- Box x v. — The 
Lady Paramount x ▼. -^My Friend Prospero 

X V. 

Harraden, Beatrice. 

Ships that paaa in the Night tir. — In 
Varying Mooda x ▼. — Hilda Strafford, 
and The Remittance Man x t. — The 
Fowler a ▼. — Katharine Frenaham a v. 

— The Scholar's Daughter x v. 

Harrison, Agnes. 
Martin's Vineyard x v. 

Harrison, Mrs. Mary St Leger : 
vide Lucas Malet 

Harte, Bret (Am.), f 1902. 

Prose and -Poetry (Tales of the Argo- 
nauts: — The Luck of Roaring Camp; 
The Outcasts of Poker Flat , etc. — 
Spanish and American Legends; Con- 
densed Novels; Civic and Character 
Sketches; Poems) a v. — Idyls of the 
Foothills XV. — Gabriel Conroy a ▼. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar xv. —Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales x v. — The 
Story of a Mine x v. — Drift from Two 
Shores z v. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches x v. — The Twins ot 
Table Mountsun, and other Tales x v. — 
Jeff Brim's Love Story, and other Tales 
X V, — Flip, and other Stories x v. — On 
the Frontier i v. — By Shore and Sedge 
IV. — Maruja z v. — Snow-bound at 



Eagle's, and Devil's Foid x v. -~ The 
Crusade of the '*£zcelsior" x v. — A 
Millionaire of Rough -and -Ready, and' 
other Tales x v. — Captain Jim's Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty z v. 
•— Creasy x v. —The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales z v. -~ A Waif of 
the Plains x v. — A Ward of the Golden 
Gate z V. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales z ▼. — A First Family of 
Tasajara z v.— Colonel Starbottle's Client, 
and some odier People x v. — Susy z v. — 
Sally Dows, etc. x v. — A Prot&gee of 
Jack Hamlin's, etc. x v; — The Bell- 
Kinger of Angel's, etc. x v. — Clarence 
z V. — Li a HoUow of the Hills, and The 
Devotion of Enriquez z v. — The Ancestors 
of Peter Atherly, etc. zv. — Three Partners 
z V. — Tales of Trail and Town x v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow z v. — Mr. 
JackHamlin'sMediation ,and otherStories 
z V. — From Sand-Hill to Pine z v. — 
Under the Redwoods z v. — On die Old 
Trail x v. — Trent's Trust x v. 

Havelock,Sir Henry: vide Rev. 

VJ. Brock. 
Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 

t 1864. 

The Scarlet Letter x ▼. — Transforma- 
tion (The Marble Faun) a v. — Passages 
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel ' 
Hawthorne a v. 

Heam, Lafcadio, f 1906. 

Kokoro X V. 

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex- 
ander. 

*< Heir of Reddyfife, the,** Author 
of: vide Charlotte M. Yong& 

Helps, Sir Arthur, f 1875. 
Friends in Council a v. — Ivan de Biron 
a V. 

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, f 1835* 
Select Poetical Works z v. 

Hewlett, Maurice. 
The Forest Lovers z v. — Little Novels 
of Italy z v. — The Life and Death of 
Richard Yea-and-Nay a v. — New Can- 
terbury Tales z V. — The Queen's Quair ; 
or. The Six Years' Tragedy a v. — Fond 
Adventures z v. — The Fool Errant a v. 

Hichens, Robert 

Flames 2 v. — The Slave 2 v. — Felix 2 v. 
— The Woman with the Fsmi a v. — The 
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Garden of AlUh 2 v. — The Blade Spaniel, 
and Other Stories x v. — The Call of tfao 
Bloods T. 

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, f 1886. 
Sketches from my Life 1 v. 

Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs. 

Craigie), f 1906. 
The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord 
Wickenham XT.— The Serious Wooing 
XT. — The Dream and the Business 2 v. 

Hoey, MfB. CasheL 

A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 

2 T. 

Holdswortb, Annie £. 
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
XT.— The Gods Arrive x v. — The Val- 
ley of the Great Shadow x t. — Grreat Low- 
lands X T. — A Garden of Spinsters x v. 

Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr. 

Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), 

t 1894- 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast^Table 
XV. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table x t. —The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table XT. — Over the Teacups x t. 

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins). 
Mr. Witt's Widow x v. — A Change 
of Air XT. — Half a Hero x v. — The In- 
discretion of the Duchess x t. — The God 
in the Car x t. — The Chronicles of Count 
Antonio x t. — Comedies of Courtship 
XV. — The Heart of Princess Osra x v. — 
Phroso 2 T. — Simon Dale s v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau x v. — The King's Mirror 
2 V. — Quisant^ x v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v. 

— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double 
Harness 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2 t. 

— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. 

Hopkins, Tighe. 

An Idler in Old France x v. — The Man 
in the Iron Mask x v. — The Dungeons 
of Old Paris x v. — The Silent Gate x v. 

** Horace Templeton," Author of. 
Diary and Notes x v. 

Homung, Ernest William. 
A Bride from the Bush x v. — Under 
Two Skies x v. — Tiny Luttrell it. — 
The Boss of Taroomba x v. — My Lord 
Duke XV. — Young Blood x v. — Some 
Persons Unknown x v. — The Amateur 
Cracksman x v. — The Rogue*s March x v. 

— The Belle of Toorak x v. — Peccavi x v. 
>- The Black Mask x v. — The Shadow of 



the Rope x v. — No Hero x ▼. — Denis 
Dent XV. — Irralie's Bushranger and The 
Unbidden Gnest x v. — Stingaree x t. — 
A Thief in the Night x t. 

•< Household Words." 

Conducted by Charles Dickens. X85X-56. 
36 T. — NovKLS and Talks reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 

X856-59. XXV. 

Houstoun, Mrs. : vide *< Recom- 
mended to Mercy." 

**How to be Happy though 
Married," Author of. 
How to be Happy though Married i v. 

Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 

1 1899. 

One Summer x v. — Aunt Serena x v. — 
Guenn a v. — Tony, the Maid, etc. x t. — 
The Open Door 2 v. 

Howard, BlancheWillis, j- 1 899, 

& William Sharp, f 1905. 
A Fellowe and His Wife x v. 

Howells, William Dean (Am.). 

A Foregone Concluuon x t, — The 
Lady of the Aroostook x v. — A Modem 
Instance 3 v. —-The Undiscovered Country 
XT. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) x v. 

— Italian Journeys x v. — A Chance Ac- 
quaintance XT. — Their Wedding Journey 
XV. — A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli's Marriage x t — A Woman's 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen's Practice x t. — 
The Rise of Silas Laphmm 3 t. — A Pair 
of Patient Lovers x v. — Miss BeUard*s In- 
spiration X V. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 
Tom Brown's School-Days x v. 

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), 
t 1897. 

Molly Bawn s v. — Mrs. GeofErey 3 v. 

— Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 3 ▼. -> 
Loys , Lord Berresford, and other Tales 
XV. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales XT. — Hiyllis a t. — Rossmoyne 
2 V. — Doris 2 V. — A Maiden ail Forlorn, 
etc. XV. — A Passive Crime, and other 
Stories XV. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief 2 T. — A Mental Struggle 3 v. — 
Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly 
Barrington x v. — Lady Branksmere 3 t. 

— Lady Valwortli's Diamonds xv. — A 
Modern Circe 2 v. — Marvel a v. — The 
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Hon. Mn. Vereker z ▼. — Under-Cur- 
rents 2 v. — In Durance Vile, etc. z ▼. — A 
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories z ▼. — 
A Life's Remorse s v. — A Born Coqnette 
ST. — The Duefaeis z ▼. -~ Lady Veraer's 
Flight z ▼. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and "When in Doubt" z v. — Nora 
Creina a ▼. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories z V, — The Hoyden a v. — The 
Red HoQse Mystery it. — An Unsatis* 
factory Lover z ▼. — Peter's Wife 2 ▼. — 
The Three Graces z ▼. — A Tag of War 
XT. — The Professor's Experiment 1 v. — 
A Point of Conscience a ▼• — A Lonely 
Girl z ▼. — Loyice z v. — The Coming of 
Chloe z V. 

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Averil Beau- 
mont 

Hunt, Violet 
The Human Interest z ▼. 

Ingelow, Jean, ^ 1897. 

Off the Skelligs 3 y. — Poems ay. — 
Fated to be Free ay. — Sarah de 
Berenger ay. — Don John a y. 

Inglis, the Hon. Lady. 
Tlie S\9SP of Lvcknow z y. 

IngTam* John H.: vide E. A. 
Poe. 

Iota: vide Mrs. Mannington 
Calfyn. 

Irving, Washington (Am.), 
t 1859. 

The Sketch Book (with Portrait) z y. — 
The Life of Mahomet z y. — Lives of the 
Successors of Mahomet z y. — Olitwr Gold- 
smith z y. — Chronicles of Wolfert's Roost 
z V. — Life of George Washington 5 y. 

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) 

(Am.), 1 1885. 
Ramona a y. 

Jacobs, W. W. 

Many Cargoes z v. — The Skipper's 
Wooing, and The Brown Man's Senrant 
z y. — Sea Urchins z v. — A Master of 
Craft z V. — Light Freights z y. — At Sun- 
wich Port z y . — The Lady of the Barge z ▼. 

— Odd Craft z y. — Dialstone Lane z v. 

— Captains All z v. 

James, Charles T. C 
Holy Wedlock z r. 



James, G. P. R., f i860. 
Morley Emstein (with Portrait) z v. — 
Forest Days z y. — The False Heir x v. — 
Arabella Stoart z y. — Rose d'Atbret 
z V. — Arrah Neil z v. — Agincourt x y. — 
The Smuggler z y. — The Step-Mother 
a y. — Beauchamp z y.^~ Heidelbet^ 
z y. — The Gipsy z y. — The Castle of 
Ehrenstein z y. — Damley z y. — Russell 
ay. — The Coayict ay. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton a yl' 

James, Henry (Am.). 
The American ay. — The Europeans 
z y. — Daisy Miller ; An latematioqal 
Episode ; Four Meetings z y. — Roderick 
Hudson ay.— The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. z y. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. X y. — Confidence z y. — Washing- 
ton Square, etc ay. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 y. — Foreign Parts z y. — French 
Poets and Novelists z y. — The Siege of 
London; The Point of View; A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim z y. — Portraits of Places 
z y. — A Little Tour in France x y. 

Jeafireson, J. Cordy. 
A Book about "Docton a y. -^ A 
Woman in spite of Herself ay. — The 
Real Lord B3rron 3 y. 

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, j* 1885. 
"Who Breaks— Pays" z y. — Skir- 
mishing z y. — Once and Again a v. — 
Two French Marriages ay. — Within an 
Ace z y. — Jupiter's Daughters z y. 

Jenkins, Edward. 

Ginx's Baby, his Birth and other Mis- 
fortunes ; Lord Bantam a y. 

••Jennie of 'The Prince's,'" 
Author of: vide B. H. Buxton. 

Jerome, K. Jerome. 

The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
z y. — Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
Essays z y. — Novel Notes z y. — Sketches 
in Layender, Blue and Grreen z y. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
z y. — Three Men on the Bummel z y. •» 
Paul Kelver ay. — Tea-Table Talk z y. 
— Tommy and Co. z y. — Idle Ideas in Z905 
z y. 

Jerrold, Douglas, f 1857. 

History of St. Giles and St. James 
ay. — Men of Character 2 y. 

••John Halifax, Gentleman," 
Author of: vide Mrs. Craik. 
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Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. 
Henry Wood. 

Johnson, Samuel, f 1784. 
Lives of the Engliah Poets a ▼. 

Jolly, Emily. 

Colonel Dacre a ▼. 

**J08hua Davidson," Anther of: 
vide Mrs. E. Lynn Linton. 

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, f 1877. 

Nathalie a v. — Daisy Barns a v, — 
Grace Lee a ▼. — Rachel Grray z ▼• — 
Adele 3 v. — A Smnmer and Winter in 
tho Two Sidlies a v. — Seven Years, and 
other Tales a v. — French Women of 
Letters z v. — English Women of Letters 
z V. — Queen Mab a v. — Beatrice a v. — 
Sybil's Second Love a v. — Dora a ▼. — 
Silvia a V. — Bessie a v. — John Dorrien 
3 V. ->- Two Lilies a v. — Forget-me-nots 
a V. — Vide also Sories for the Yoong, 
p. 29. 

Keary, Annie, f 1879. 
Oldbnzy a ▼. ^ Castle Daly av. 

Keeling, D'Esterre-: vide Es- 
terre. 

Kempis, Thomas a. 

The Imiution of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, b.d. z v. 

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), f 

Saint Leger s v. — Romance of Student 
Life Abroad z v. — Undercurrents z v. — 
Was he Successful? z v. —To-Day in New 
York z V. 

Kinglake, Aleicander WilUam, 

t 1891. 
Eothen t ▼. — The Invtskm of die 
Crimea Z4 v. 

Kingsley, Charles, f 1875. 

Yeast z V. — Westward hoi a v. — Two 
Years ago a v. — Hypatia a v. — Alton 
Locke z ▼. — Hereward tiie Wake a v. — 
At Last a V. — His Letters and Memories 
of hb Life, edited by his Wife a v. 

IQngsley, Henry, \ 1876. 

Ravenshoe a v. — Austin Elliot x v. — 
GeeAy Hamlyn a v, — The Hillyars and 
the Biutotts a v. — I«ightoa Court z v. — 
Valentin z v. -> Oak^oU Castle z ▼. — 



Reginald Hetherege a v. — ^ The Grange 
Qariden a v. 

Kinross, Albert 
An Opera and Lady Grasmere z v. 

Kipling; Rudyard. 
Plain Tales from the Hills z v The 




ne i^ay' 

in Being z v. — StaUnr & Co. z ▼. — From 
Sea to Sea a v. —The City of Dreadful 
Night z V. — ICim z v. — Just So Stories z v. 
— The five Nations z v. — Traffics and 
Discoveries z v. — Puck of Pook's HiU z v. 

Laffim, May. 

Flitters, Tatters, and the Coansellor, 
etc. z V. 

Lamb, Charles, f 1834. 

The Essays of Elia and Eliana z v. 

Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider 
Haggard. 

Langdon, Mary (Am.). 

Ida May z v. 

**Last of the Cavaliers, the," 
Aafhor of (Miss Piddington). 
The Last of the Cavaliers a v. — Tlie 
Gain of a Loss a v. 

Isaszowska, M^e de: vide E. 
Gerard. 

Laurence, George Alfred, 
Author of: vide "Guy Living- 
stone,** 

Lawless, the Hon. Emily. 
Hurrish z ▼. 

*■ Leaves from the Journal of 
our Life in the Highlands:*' 
vide Victoria R L 

Lee, Holme, -I* 1 900 : vide Harriet 
Parr. 

Lee, Vernon. 

Popejacyatk, etc z t. — Grenins Lod, and 
The £nchaated Woods z v. 

Le Fanu, J. S., f 1873. 

Undo Silas a v. — Guy Deverell a v. 

Lemon, Mark, f 1870. 
Wait for the End a ▼. ^ Loved at Last 
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2 V. — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Lroyton Hall, 
and otber Tales a v. — Golden Fetters 
av. 

"Letters oC Her Mother to 
Elizabeth, the," Author of: 
vide W. R. H. Trowbridge. 

Lever, Charles, f 1872. 
The O'Donoghne x v. — The Knight of 
Grwynne 3 V. — Arthur O'Leary 2 v. — 
Harry Lorreqner ay. — Charles O'Mal- 
ley 3 V. — Tom Burke of " Ours** 3V. — 
Jack Hinton a ▼. — The Daltons 4 ▼. — 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The 
Martins of Cro* Martin 3 v. — The For- 
tunes of Glencore a v. — Roland Cashel 

3 V. — Davenport Dunn 3 V. — Confessions 
of Con Cregan ay. — One of Them ay. — 
Manxice Tiemay ay. — Sir Jasper Carew 
2 V. — Barring^n 2 y. — A Day's Ride 
2 y . — Luttrell of Arran ay.— Tony Bntler 
ay. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 y. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 y. — A 
Rent in a Qoud x y. •— That Boy of Nor- 
cott's X y. — St. Patrick's £ye; Paul 
Gosslett's Confessions x y. — Lord Kil- 
gobbin a y. 

Levett-Yeats, S. 

The Honour of Sayelli x y. — The 
Cheyalier d* Auriac i y. — The Traitor's 
Way I y. — The Lord Protect<»r x y. — 
Orrain x y. 

Lewes, GL H., t 1S78. 
Ranthorpe x y. — The Physiology ot 
Cotnmon Life ay. — On Actors and the 
Axt of Acting x v. 

Linton,, Mrs. K Lynn, f 1898, 
The true History of Joshua Davidson 
TV. — Patricia Kemball a y. -r- The 
Atonement of Leam Dundas ay. — The 
World well Lost ay. — Under which 
Lord? a y. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories x y. — Todhuntecs' at Loan- 
in* Head, and other Stories x y. — " My 
Lover" a v. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays x v. — lone a v. 

Lockhart, Laurence W. M., 
f 1882. 
Mine is Thine 2 v. 

Loftus, Lord Augustus. 
Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837 - xS68 
(with Portrait) a v. 

Longard, M™« de: vide D. 

Qprard* 



Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), f 1882. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 v. — 
The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 
3 v. — The New-England Tragedies x v. 

— The Divine Tragedy i v. — Flower-de- 
Luce, and Three Books of Song x v. — 
The Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 

X V. 

Lonsdale, Margaret 
Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sister 
Dora) xv. 

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.). 
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his 
Son X v. — Old Gorgon Graham x v. 

"Lost Battle, a," Author of. 
A Lost Battle a v. 

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave- 

buiy). 
The Pleasures of Life x v. — The Beau- 
ties of Nature (witii Illustrations) x v. — 
The Use of Life i v. — Scenery of Switzer- 
land (with nitt&trations) a v. — Essays and 
Addresses X90o-X903 x v. 

"LutfuUah": vide Eastwick. 
Lyall, Edna, f 1903. 

We Two a y. — I)onovan a v. — In 
the Golden Days .a v. — Knight-Err:int 
a v. — Won byWaiting a v. — Wayfaring 
Men a V. — Hope the Hermit a ^y* — 
Doreen a v. — In Spite of All a v. — The 
Hinderers x v. 

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer. 

L3rtton, Robert Lord (Owen 
Meredith), f 1891. 
Poems ay. — Fables in Song a v. 

Maartens, Maarten. 
The Sin of Joost Avenngh x v. — An 
Old Maid'il Love a y. «- God's Fool a v. 

— The Greater Glonr a v. — My Lady 
Nobody a v. — Her Memory x v. — Some 
Women 1 have known x v. — My Poor 
Relations a v. -^ Dorothea a v. — The 
Healers a v. — The Woman's Victory,, and 
Other Stories a v. 

MC'Aulay, Allan: vide Kate 
Douglas Wiggin. 

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 

B^bington, f 1859. 
Histor]^ of England (with Portrait) xo v. 

— Critical and Historical Essays $ y. ^ 
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Lay* of Andeot Rome it. — Speediet 
9 V. — Biographical Enays z v. — Wil- 
liam Pitt, Atterimry x v. — (See alio 
Trevelyaa). 

M<'Cartfay,JuBtin. 

The Waterdale Nefghbonn 3 ▼. — 
Dear Lady Disdain 2 ▼. — Mils Misan- 
thrope ST. — A History of onr own Times 

5 ▼. — Donna Quixote 2 ▼. — A short 
History of onr own Times s ▼. •— A 
History of the Four Georges vols, z & 
2. — A History of our own Times vols. 

6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the 
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3, 
4 & 5 (supplemental). 

Mac Donald, George, f 1905. 

Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annals 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David 
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar's Daughter 
2 V. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and 
St. Michael a v. — The Marquis of 
Lossie 2 ▼. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. — Mary 
Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales z ▼. — The Prin- 
cess and Curdie z v. 

Madcamess, Mrs., f 188 1. ' 

Sunbeam Stories z ▼. — A Peorless 
Wife 2 ▼. — A Mingled Yam 2 v. 

Mackay, Eric, f 1898. 

Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems z V. 

MO Knight, Charles (Am.). 
Old Fort Duquesne a ▼. 

Madaren, Ian. 

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bash i v. — 
The Days of Auld Lang^yne x v. — His 
Majesty Baby z v. 

Madeod, Fiona, f 1905. • 

Wind and Wave z v. — The Sunset of Old 
Tales XV. 

Madeod, Norman, f 1872. 

The Old lienteaaak and his Son x ▼. 

Macpherson, James, f 1796: 
vide Ossian. 

Macquoid, Mrs. 

Patty ST. — Miriam's Mamage a t. ~ 
Pictures across the Channel s v. -^ Too 
Soon I V, — My Story » v. — Diane 2 v. 
^ Beside the lUver • v, — A FailhM 
Lover ST. 



** Mademoiselle Mori," Author 

of (Miss Roberts). 
Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise z v. 
— Madame Foatenoy x ▼. — On the 
Edge of ^e Storm z v. — The Atelier du 
Lys ST. — In the Olden Time 3 v. 

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope. 

Maine, £. S. 
Scarsdiff Rocks 2 v. 

Malet, Sir Edward, G.C.B., 

G.CJSif/j. 
Shifting Scenes z v. 

Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Maiy St. 
Leger Harrison). 
Colonel Enderby's Wife s ▼. ^ The , 
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 V. — The 
Far Horizon 2 v. 

Malmesbury, the Barl of, G.C.B. 
Memoirs of an £z-Minister 3 v, 

Mann, Mary B. 
A Winter's Tale x v. — The Cedar 
Star XV. 

Mansfield, Robert Blachford. 
The Log of the Water Uly x y. 

Mark Twain: vide Twain. 

"Marmorne," Author of: vide 
P. G. Hamerton. 

Marryat, Capt, f 1848. 

Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) x v. — 
^erdval Keene x v. — Peter Simple x v. — 

iaphet in Search of a Father z v. — 
ionsieur Violet z v. — > The Settlers in 
Canada i v. — The Mission x v. — The 
FrivateerVMan x v. — The Children ot 
the New-Forest z v. — Valerie i v. — 
Mr. Midshipman Easy zv. — The King's 
Own X V. 

Marryat, Florence, f 1899. 

Love's Conflict a v. — For Ever and 
Ever 2 T. — The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt 2 V. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. — 
V^oni<pie 2 ▼. — Petronel 2 -v. — Her 
Lord ao^ Master 2 v. — The Prey of the 
Gods XV. — LifiD and Letters of Obtain 
Marryat x v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. — 
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air 
ST. ~ AStar and a Heart ; An Utter Im- 
possihility x v. — The Po»on of Asps, 
and otiiier Stories x v. — A Locky Disap- 
pointment, and other Stories x v. — <' Hy 
own Child " a v. — Her Fadier's Name 
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2 y. — > A HarvMt of Wild Oats 2 v. — 
A LitUe Stepson z v. — Written in Fire 
2 ▼. -> Her World against a Lie ay. — 
A Broken Blossom ay. — The Root of 
all Evil a V. — The Fair-haired Alda a ▼. — 
With Cupid's £ve« a v. — My Sister the 
Actress a v. — Fhyllida ay. — How they 
loyed Him a v. — Facing the Footlights 
(with Portnut) a v. — A Moment of Mad- 
ness, and other Stories x y. — The Ghost 
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories 
X y. — Peeress and Player ay. — Under 
the Lilies and Roses ay. — The Heart 
of Jane Warner a v. — The Heir Pre- 
sumptiye a v. — The Master Passion a y. 
— ^*Spiders of Society ay. — Driven to Bay 
ay. — A Daughter of the Tropics a v. — 
Gentleman and Courtier a v. — On Cir- 
cumstantial Evidence a v. — Mount Eden. 
A Romance a v. — Blindfold ay. — A 
Scarlet Sin x v. — A Bankrupt Heart a v. 

— The Spirit World z v. — The Beautiful 
Soul X v. — At Heart a Rake a v. — 
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah 
Stubbs z v. — The Dream that Stayed 
a V. — A Passing Madness x v. — The 
Blood of tiie Vampire z v. <— A Soul on 
Fire z v. — Iris the Avenger z v. 

Marsh, Mn. Anne (Caldwdl), 
t 1874. 

RavMMdiffe a v. ~ Emilia Wyndham 
a y. — Castle Avon a v. — Aulirey a v. •— 
The Heiress of Haughton a v. — Evel3m 
Marston 2 v. — The Rose of Ashurst a v. 

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, j- 1899. 

Mrs. Mainwaring's Joinrnal z v. — 
Benvenuta x v. — Ladv Alice x v. — 
Dayspring x v. — Life's Aftermath z v. — 
In the East Country z v. — No.XIH; or, 
The Story of the Lost Vestal z v. — In 
Four Reigns z v. — On the Banks of the 
Ouse z y. — In the Ci^ of Flowers z v. — > 
Alma X v. — Under Salisbury Spire z v. 

— The End Crowns All x v. — Wmchester 
Meads z v. — Eventide Light z v. — 
Winifrede's Journal z v. — Bristol Bells 
x v. — In the Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell z v. — A Lily among Thorns z v. 

— Penshnrst Castle z v. -^ Kensington 
Palace z v. — The White King's Daughter 
z V. — The Master of the Musicians z v. 

— An Escape from the Tower z v. — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace x v. -^ Castle 
Meadow x v. — In the Choir of West- 
minster Abbey z v. — The Young Queen 
of Hearts z v. — Under the Dome of St. 
Paul's z v. — The Parson's JDaughter 

X V. 



Mason, A. E. W. 

The Four Feathers a v. — Miranda of 
the Balcony z v. — The Courtship of Mor- 
rice Buckler a v. — The Truants a y. — 
The Watchers z v. •> Running Water z v. 

MatfaerSi Helen (Mrs. Henry 

Reeves). * 

"Cherry Ripe I" a v. — "Land o' the 
Leal " z v. — My Ladv Green Sleeves a v. 
— As he comes up the Stair, etc. x v. — 
Sam's Sweetheart a v. — Eyre's Acmiittal 
a v. — Found Out x v. — Murder or Man- 
slaughter? z V. — The Fashion of this 
World (8oPf.)-~Blind Justice, and "Who, 
being dead, yet Speaketh " z v. —What 
the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
z v. — Bam Wildfire a v. — Becky a v.— 
Cinders z v. — "Honey" z v. — Griff of 
GrifBthscourt z v. — The New Lady Teazle, 
and Othor Stories and Essajrs z v. — The 
Fenyman z v. — Tally Hoi a v. 

Maurice, ColoneL 

The Balance of Military Power in 
Europe z v. 

Maurier, George du, f 1896. 

Trilby a V. — The Martian a v. 

Maxwell, M rs.: v. M issBraddon. 

Maxwell, W. B. 

The Ragged Messenger a v. — TheGuarded 
Flame a v. 

"Mehalah," Author of: vide 
Baring-Gould. 

Melville, George J. Wh3fte, 
t 1878. 

Kate Coven^ z v. — Holmbv House 
ay. — Digby Cxrand z v. — Gooa for No- 
thing a v. — The Queen's Maries a v. — 
The Gladiators a v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlemere a v. •>- Cerise a v. — The 
Interpreter a v. — The White Rose a v. — 
M. or N. z v. — Contraband z v. — 
Sardiedon a v. — Undejohn a v. — 
Katerfelto z v. — > Sister Louise z v. — 
Rosine z v. — Roys' Wife a v. ~ Black 
but Comely a v. — Riding Recollections z v. 

Memorial Volumes: vide Five 
Centuries (vol. 500) ; The New 
Testament (vol. 1000) ; Henry 
Morley (vol. 2000). 
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Meredith, George. 

The Ordeal oi Richard Feverel a v. — 
Beanchamp's Career it. — The Tragic 
Comediau i v. — Lord Onnont and his 
Aminta a v. — The Amaxing Marriage 

2 V. 

Meredith, Owen: vide Robert 
Lord Lytton. 

Merhck, Leonard. 

The Man who waa good z v. — This 
Stage of Fools z ▼. — Cynthia z ▼. — One 
Man's View z v. — The Actor-Manager 
z V. — The Worldlings z ▼. •<- When Love 
flies out o' the Window z v. — Conrad in 

8 nest of His Youth z ▼. «- The Onaint 
ompanions z v.— Whi^ers about Women 

X V. 

M erriman, Henry Seton, f 1 903 . 

Young Mistley z v. — Prisoners and 
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to 
Another z ▼. — With Edged Tools 2 t. — 
The Sowers 2 ▼. — Flotsam z ▼. -— In 
Kedar's Tents it. — Roden's Comer 
z V. — The Isle of Unrest z v. — The Velvet 
Glove z ▼. — The Vultures z v. — Barlaach 
of the Guard z v. — Tomaso's Fortune, and 
Other Stories z v. — The Last Hope 2 v. 

Merriman, H. S., & S. G. Tallen- 
tyre. 

The Money-Spinner, etc z v. 

Milne, James. 

The Epistles of Atkins x v. 

Milton, John, f 1674. 
Poetical Works z v. 

** Molly, Miss," Author of. 
Geraldlne Hawthorne z v. 

" Molly Bawn," Author of: vide 
Mrs. Hungerford. 

Montgomexy, Florence. 

Misunderstood z v. — Thrown To- 
gether 2 V. — Thwarted z v. ^ Wild Mike 
z V. — Seaforth 2 ▼. — llie Blue Veil 
z V. — Transformed z v. — The Fisher- 
man's Daughter, etc. z v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 ▼. — Prejudged i v. — An Un- 
shared Secret, and Other Tales x v. 

Moore, Frank Frankfort 

<*I Forbid the Banns" 2 v. — A Gray 
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 
a V. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The 
Jessamy Bride z v. — The Millionaires x v. 
— Nell Gwyn— Comedian z v.— A Damsel 



orTwozv.— CaatieOmeraghav. — Ship- 
mates in Sonshine 2 ▼. — The Original 
Woman it. — The White Causeway x v. 
— The Artful Miss Ditt z v. 



Moore, George. 

Celibates z v. — Evelyn Innes a v. — 
Sister Teresa a v.— TheUntilled Field i v. 

— Confessions of a Young Man z y. — The 
Lake z v. — Memoirs of my Dead Life z v. 

Moore, Thomas, f 1852. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Morgan, Lady, f 1859. 
Memoirs 3 ▼. 

Morley, Henry, f 1894. 
Of English Literature in the Reign of 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa- 
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition 
(v. aooo, published z88z) z v. 

Morris, William. 
A Selection from his Poems. Edited 
with a Memoir by F. Hue£Eer t ▼. 

Morrison, Arthur. 
Tales of Mean Streets z v. — A Chfld 
of the Jago it. — To London Town z v. 
— Cunning MurreU z ▼. — The Hole in the 
Wall z V. —The Green Eye of Goona z v. 1 

— Divers Vanities z v. I 

Muirhead, James Fullarton. 

The Land of Contrasts z ▼. j 

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik. 

Murray, David Christie. 
Rainbow Gold 2 ▼. 

Murray, Grenville : v, Grenville. 

«My Little Lady," Author of: 
vide K Frances Poynter. 

New Testament, the. 

The Authorised English Version, witii 
Introduction and Various Readings from 
the ^ree most celebrated Manuscripts of 
the Original Text, by Constantine Tlschen- 
dmrf (vol. zooo, published Z869) z y. 

Newby, Mrs. C J. 

Common Sense 2 v. 

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal 
Newman), f 1890. 
Callista z ▼. 

Nicholls, Mrs. : vide Currer BelL 

**Nina Balatka," Author of: 
vide Anthony Trollope. 
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"No Church," Author of (F. 
Robinson). 
No Church 2 v. — Owen :— a Waif 2 v. 

Noel, Lady Augusta. 
From Generatioa to Generation z ▼. — 
Hithersea Mere 2 ▼. 

Noma, Frank (Am.), f 1902. 
The Octopus 2 v. — The Fit 2 v. 

Norris, W. £. 
My Friend Jim it. — A Bachelor's 
Blunder 2 v. — Major and Minor 2 ▼. — 
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 ▼. — Mrs. 
Fenton z ▼. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann's IV. — A Victim of Grood Luck 
IV. — The Pancer in Yellow i v. — 
Qarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta's Mar- 
riage 2 V. — The Fight for the Crown 
XV. — The Widower i v. — Giles Ingilby x v. 
~ The Flower of the Flock x v. — His 
Own Father z v.— The Credit of the County 
XV. — LordLeonard the Luckless x v. — 
Nature's Comedian i v. — Nigel's Vo- 
cation XV. — Barham of Beltana i v. — 
Harry and Ursula x v* 

Norton, Hon. Mrs., f 1877. 
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. — Lost and 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v. 

« Not Easily Jealous," Author of 
(Miss Iza Hardy). 
Not Easily Jealous 2 v. 

«< Novels and Tales**: vide 
'•Household Words.*' 

O'Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal 
Godfrey). 
The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore z v. 
— The Matrimonial Lottery z v. 

Oldmeadow, Ernest 

Susan X V. 

Oliphant, Laurence, f 1888. 

Altiora Feto 2 v. — Masollam 2 v. 

Oliphant, Mrs., f 1897. 
The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. 
Margaret Maitland x v. -~ Agnes 2 v. — 
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister's 
Wife 2 V. — The Rector and the Doctor's 
Family x v. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The 
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori- 
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of 
Count de Montalembert2 v. — May 2 v. — 
Innocent 2 v. — For Love auidLife 2 v. — 
A Rose in June z v. — The Story of 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White- 



ladies 2 V. — The Curate in Charge x v. — 
PhoDbe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs. Arthur s v. — 
Cariti 2 V. — Young Musgrave 2 v. — 
The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the 
Precincts 3 V. — The Greatest Heiress in 
England 2 v. — He that will not when he 
may 2 v. — Harry Joscelyn 2 v. — In 
Trust 2 V. — It was a Lover and his Lass 
3 V. — Th^ Ladies Lindores 3 V. — Hester 
3 V. — The Wiiard's Son 3 V. — A 
Country Gentleman and his Family 2 v. — 
Neighbours on the Green x v. — TheDuke's 
Daughter x v. — The Fugitives x v. — 
Kirsteen 2 v. — Life of Laurence Oliphant 
and of Alice Oliphant, hisWife 2 v. — The 
Little Pilgrim in the Unseen x v. — The 
Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent 
2 V. — The Sorceress 2 v. — Sir Robert's 
Fortune 2 v. — The Ways of Life x v. — 
Old Mr. Tredgold 2 v. 

''One who has kept a Diaiy": 
vide George W. E. RusselL 

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.). 

Baby Bullet x v. — Wild Justice x v. ~ The 
Motormaniacs x v. 

Ossian. 
The Poems of Ossian. 
James Macpherson x v. 

Ouida. 

Idalia 2 v. — Tricotrin 2V. — Fuck 2 v. — 
Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore 2 v. — Under 
two Flags 2 V. — Folle-Farine 2 v. — A 
Leaf in the Storm ; A Dog of Flanders ; 
A Branch of Lilac | A Provence Rose 
XV. — Cecil Castlemame's Gage, and other 
Novelettes x v. — Madame la Marquise, 
and other Novelettes x v. — Pascarel 2 v. 
— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes x v. — Signa(with Portrait) 
■InaWinterCity xv. — Ariadnftsv. — 



Translated by 



Irie 



i'riendship 2 v. — Moths 3 v. — Pipistrello, 
and other Stories z v. — A Village Com- 
mune 2 V. — In Maremma 3 V. — > Bimbi 
z V. — Wanda 3 v. — Frescoes and other 
Stories XV. — Princess Napraxine 3 V. — 
Othmar 3 V. — A Rainyjune (60 Pf.). Don 
Gesualdo (60 Pf.). — A House Party z v, — 
Guilderoy 2v. — Syrlin 3 V. — Ruffino,and 
other Stories z v. — Santa Barbara, etc. 
z V. — Two Offenders x v. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. z V. — Toxin, and other F&pers 
z V. — Le Selve, and Tenia x v. — The 
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essa^ IV. — La Strega, and other 
Stones I V. — The Waters of Edera x v. 
— Street Dust, and Other StOfi^ x v. — 
Critical Studies x v. 
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** Outcasts, the/* Author of: vide 
"Roy TeUet" 

Parker, Sir Gilbert 
The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan 
Pasha, and Some People o£ £gypt x v. — 
The Seats of the Mighty a t. 

Parr, Harriet (Hokne Lee), 
t 1900. 
Basil Godfrey's Caprice a t. — For 
Richer, for Poorer a v. — The Beautiful 
Miss Barrington a v. — Her Title of 
Honour z v. — Echoes of a Famous 
Year x v. — Elatherine's Trial x v. — The 
Vicissitudes of Bessie Fairfax a v. — Ben 
Milner's Wooing z v. — Straightforward 
2 V. — Mrs. Denys of Cote 2 v. — A Poor 
Squire z v. 

Parr, Mrs. 

Dorothy Fox z v. — The Prescotts of 
Pamphillon a v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc. 
z ▼. — Robin a ▼. — Loyalty George 2 v. 

Paston, George. 
A Study in Prejudices x ▼. — - A Fair 
Deceiver z ▼. 

Paul, Mrs. : vi<i^ Author of " Still 
Waters." 

"Paul FerroU," Author of (Mrs. 

Caroline Clive), f 1873. 
Paul Ferroll z v. — Year after Year z v. 
— Why Paul FcrroU killed his Wife z v. 

Payn, James, f 1898. 
Found Dead z v. — Gwendoline's Har- 
vest z ▼. — Like Father, like Son a ▼. — 
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil's Tryst 
z V. — A Woman's Vengeance a v. — 
Murphy's Master z t. — In the Heart of 
a Hill, and other Stories z t. — At Her 
Mercy a ▼. — The Best of Husbands a ▼* — 
Walter's Word a v. — Halves a v. — 
Fallen Fortunes ay. — What He cost Her 
ar. — By Proxy a v. — Less Black than 
we're Painted a v. — Under one Roof 
a V. — High Spirits z v. — High Spirits 
(Second Series) z v. — A Confidential 
Agent 2 ▼. — From Exile av. — A Grape 
from a Thorn a ▼. — Some Private Views 
z V. — For Cash Only a v. — Kit : A Me- 
mory ay. — The Canon's Ward (with 
Portrait) a v. — Some Literary, Re- 
collections z y. — The Talk of the Town 
IV. — The Luck of the Darrells a v. — 
The Heir of the Ages 2 v. — Holiday Tasks 
XV.-- Glow -Worm Tales (First Series) 
jc v. — Glow- Worm Tales (Second Series/ 



z v. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — The 
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt 
MilUon 2 y. — The Word and the Will 
2 y. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Ones z v. — A Modern Dick Whitting- 
ton a y. — A Stumble on the Threshold 
a V. — A Trying Patient -z v. — Gleams 
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper z v. — 
In Market Overt z v. — The Disappear- 
ance of George DrifFell, and other Tales 
z y. — Another's Burden etc. x v. — The 
Backwater of Lifie, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran 1 v. 

Peard, Prances Mary. 

One Year a v. — The Rose- Garden z v. — 
Unawares z v. — Thorpe Regis z v. — A 
Winter Story z v. — A Madrigal, and 
other Stories z v. — Cartouche z v. — 
Mother Molly z v. — Schloss and Town 
ay. — Contrsidictions a v. — Near Neigh- 
bours z y. — Alicia Tennant z v. — Ma- 
dame's Granddaughter z y. — Donna 
Teresa z v. — Number One and Number 
Two z v. — The Ring from Jaipur z v. 

Pemberton, Max. 
The Impregnable Qtyzy. •— A Woman 
of Kronstadt z v. — The Phantom Army 
z v. — The Garden of Swords z v. — The 
Footsteps of a Throne x v. — Pro Patria i v. 
-^ The Giant's Gate a v. «-• I crown thee 
King X v. — The House under the Sea z v. 

— The Gold Wolf z v.— Doctor Xavier z v. 

— Red Mom z v . — Beatrice ofVenice a v. 
— Mid the Thidc Arrows a v. — My Sword 
for Lafayette z v. — The Lady Evelyn z v. 

— The Diamond Ship z v. 

Percy, Bishop Thomas, j- 181 1. 
Rellques of Ancient English Poetry 3 v. 

PhiUps, F. a 
As in a Looking Glass x v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter x v. — Lucy Smith x v. — 
A Lucky Young Woman z v. — Jack and 
Three Jills z v. — Little Mrs. Murray z v.— 
Young Mr. Ainslie's Courtship zv. — Social 
Vicissitudes z v. — Extenuating Circum- 
stances, and A French Marriaga z v. — 
More Sodal Vidssitudes zv. — Constance 
a V. — That Wicked Mad'moiselle, etc. 
z V. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc. z v. — 
Black and White z v. — "One Never 
Knows" a V. — Of Cooise z v. — Miss 
Ormerod*s Protege z v. ~- My little Hus- 
band z V. — Mrs. Bouverie z v. — A 
Question of Colour, and otherStories zv. — 
Devil in Nun's VeUing z v. — A FnU 
Confession, and other Stories z v. — The 
Luckiest of Three z y. ---Poor Little Bella 
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IV. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other 
Stories XV. — Marriage, etc. t v. — School- 
girls of To-day, etc. i v. — If Only, etc. i v. 
— An Unfortunate Blend x v. — A Bar- 
rister's Courtship x v. 

Philips, P. C & Percy PendaH 
A Daughter's Sacrifice x v. — Margaret 
Byng I V. 

PhiUps, F. C & C J. Wills. 
The Fatal Phrynexv.^The Scudamores 
X V. — A Maiden Fair to See x v. — Sybil 
Ross's Marriage x v. 

Phillpotts, Eden. 

Lying PrOphets 2 v. — The Human Boy 
XV. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The 
Good Red Earth x v. — The Striking Hours 
XV. — The Farm of the Dagger x v. — 
The Golden Fetich x v. — The Whirlwind 
2 V. 

FhiUpotts, £. & Arnold Bennett 

The Sinews of War x v. 

Piddington, Miss: vric2f Author of 

**The Last of the Cavaliers." 

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), j- 1849. 
Poems and Essays, edited with a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram x v. — Tales, 
edited by J ohn H. Ingram x v. 

Pope, Alexander, f 1744* 
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) x v. 

Po3mter, Miss £. Prances. 
My Little Lad^ a ▼. — Ersilia a ▼. — 
Among the Hills x v. — Madame de 
Presnei x v. 

Praed, Mrs. Campbell. 
Zero XV. — Affinities x y. .— The Head 
Station a v. 

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), f 1878. 

Stepping Heavenward x v. 

Prince Consort, the, f 1861. 
His Principal Speeches and Addresses 
(with Portrait) i v. 

Pryce, Richard. 
Miss Maxwell's Affections x v. ~ The 
Quiet Mrs. Fleming x v, — Time and the 
Woman x v. 

"Pyrciy Hor. N.: v, Caroline Fox. 

Queen, H. M. the: vide Victoria 
R L 

Quiller-Couch, A. T. ("Q")- 
Noughts and Crosses x v. — I Saw Three 
Ships I V. ~ Dead Man's Rock x v. — la 



and other Tales x v. — The Ship of Stars 
XV. — The Adventures of Harry Revel x v. 
— Fort Amity x v. — Shakespeare's Christ^ 
mas, and Other Stories x v. — The Mayor 
of Troy x v. 

Rae, W. Eraser, | 1905. 

Westward by Rail i v. — Miss Bayle's 
Romance a v. — The Bnsinsss ofTrav<d x v. 



Raimond, C E. (Mias Robins). 
The Open Qoestion a v. — The Magnetic 
North a V. — A Dark Lantern a v. 

"Rajah's Heir, the," Author of. 
The Rajah's Heir a v. 

Reade, Charles, f 1884. 
"It is never too late to mend" 2 ▼. — 
"Love me little, love me long'* x v. — 
The Qoister and tiie Hearth a v. — Hard 
Cash 3 V. — Put Yourself in his Place 2 v. — 
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. —■ Peg Wof- 
fington XV. — Christie Johnstone x v. — 
A Simpleton a v. — The Wandering Heir 
XV. — A Woman-Hater 2 v. — Readiana 
Singleheart and Doubleface x v. 



X V, 



Iff 



f< 



** Recommended to Mercy, 

Author of (Mrs. Honstoun). 
Recommended to Mercy " a v. — Zoo's 
"Brand" a V. 

Reeves, Mrs.: v. Helen Mathers. 

Rh3rs, Grace. 
Mary Dominic x v. — The Wooing of 
Sheila x v. 

Rice, James: v. Walter Besant 

Richards, Alfred Bate, f 1876. 
So very Human '3 v. 

Richardson, S., -f 1761. 

Qarissa Harlowe 4 v. 

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. TrafTord). 
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max- 
well Drewitt 2 v. ~ The Race for Wealth 
2 V. — Far above Rubies a v. — The Earl's 
Promise 2 v. — Moftomley's Estate 2 v. 

"Rita." 

Souls XV. — The Testers x v. — The Mas- 
queraders a v. — Queer Ladyjudas 2 v. — 
Prince Charming x v. — Tne Pointing 
Finger x v. 

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackerfty: 
vide Miss Thackeray. 

Roberts, Miss: vide Author of 
"Mademoiselle Mori*" 
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Robertson, Rev. Frederick W., 

t 1853. 
Sermons 4 t. 

Robins, Miss: vide Raimond. 

Robinson, P.: vide Author of 
"No Church." 

Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.). 

Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter 
(with Portrait) x v. 

Ross, Charles H. 
The Pretty Widow x ▼. — A London 
Romance t t. 

Ross, Martin: vide Somerville. 

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, j- 1882. 
Poems XT. — Ballads and Sonnets x t. 

"Roy Tenet." 

The Outcasts x 7. — A Draught of 
Lethe x v. — Pastor and Prelate s ▼. . 

Ruffini, J., t 1881. 

Lavinia t ▼. -^ Doctor Antonio x ▼. — 
Lorenzo Benoni x v. — Vincenxo 2 ▼. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura x v. — The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris x ▼. — 
Carlino, and otiber Stories x ▼• 

Ruskin, John, f 1902. 
Sesame and lilies x ▼. — The Stones of 
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 ▼. — Unto this 
Last and Mnnera Pulveris x v. — The Seven 
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 Illustra- 
tions) X T. 

Russell, Vf. Clark. 
A Sailor's Sweetheart 2 ▼. — The ** Lady 
Maud" 2 ▼. — A Sea Queen 2 v. 

Russell, George W. B. 
Collections and Recollectiotts. Br One 
who has kept a Diary a v. -^ A Londoner's 
Log-Book X ▼. 

Sala, George Augustus, f 1895. 

The Seven Sons of Mammon s ▼. 

Saunders, John. 

Israel Moit, Overman 2 ▼. — The Ship- 
owner's Daughter 2 v. — A Noble Wife sv. 

Saunders, Ka&erine (Mrs. 

Cooper). 

Joan Menyweather, and other Tales 
XV. — Gideon's Rock, and other Tales 
I y. « The High Mills <▼, •> Sebastian x y. 



Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), 

t 1903- 
My Official Wife x v. -> The Little Lady 
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 y. — Prince 
Schamyl's Wooing x y. — The Masked 
Venus 2 V. — Delilah of Harlem 2 y. — The 
Anarchist 2 y. — A Daughter of Judas 
X y. — In the Old Chateau x y. — Miss 
Deyereux of theMariquita a y. — Checked 
Through 2 v. — A Modem Corsair 2 v. — 
In the Swim 2 y. — The White Lady of 
Ehaminavatka 2 v. — In die House of His 
Friends 2 v.— The M^ste^of a Shipyard 2 v. 
— A Monte Cristo m Khaki x y. 

Schrdner, Olive. 

Trooper Peter Halket of Mashona- 
land X y. 

Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832. 

Waverley (with Portrait) i v. — Tlie 
Antiquary x v. — Ivanhoe x y. — - Kenil- 
worth X y. — Quentin Durward x y. — Old 
Mortality x y. — Guy Mannering x v. — 
Rob Roy X y. — The Pirate i y. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel x y. — The Blade Dwarf; 
A Legend of Montrose x v. ^ The Bride 
of Lammermoor X v. — The Heart of Mid- 
Lothian 2 y. — The Monastery x y. — The 
Abbot X y. — Peveril of the Peak 2 y, — 
Poetical Works 2 y. — Woodstock x v. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth x y. — Anne of 
Geierstein x y. 

Seeley, Prof. J. R., M. A., f 1 895. 

Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait 
of Stein) 4 y. — The Expansion of Eng- 
land X y. — Groethe x y. 

Sewell, Elizabeth, f 1906. 

Amy Herbert ay. — Ursula 2 y. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. — 
The E^wrience of Life 2 y. 

Shakespeare, William, j* 1616. 

Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second 
EdiHoHj 7 y. — Doubtful Plays i y. 

Shakespeare^ a Plays may abo be had in 
57 numbers, at Ji 0,30. each number. 

Sharp, WTilliam: vide Miss 
Howard and Swinburne. 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, f 1822. 
A Selection firom his Poems x v. 

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), 1 1 888, 
Shut up in Paris x Tt 
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Sheridan » Richard Brinsley, 
t 1816. 
The Dramatic Works z ▼. 

Shorthouse, J. Henry. 
John IngloMUik a v. — Blanche, Lady 
Falaise z ▼. 

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C, CB. 
Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with 
two Maps in Colours) 3 v. 

Smedley, F. £. : vide Author of 
•♦ Frank Fairlegh." 

Smollett, Tobias, f ^77x- 
Roderick Random s v. — Humphry 
Clinker x v. — Peregrine Fickle a ▼• 

" Society in London," Author of. 
Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident x ▼. 

Soznerville, B. CB., & Martin 

R088. 

Naboth's Vineyard it. — All on the 
Irish Shore z v. 

** Spanish Brothers, the," Author 

of 
The Spanish Brothers 8 v. 

Stanhope, Barl (Lord Mahon), 

t 1^75- 
The History of England 7 V.-- Reign 

of Queen Anne a ▼. 

Steel, Flora Annie. 
The Hosts of the Lord a v. — In the 
Guazdiandiip of God x v. 

Steevens, Q. W., f I900' 
From Capetown to Ladysmlth z v. 

Sterne, Laurence, f 1768. 
Tristram Shandy zt. — A Sentimental 
Journey (with Portrait) i ▼. 

Stevenson, Robert Louis, f 1 894. 

Treasure Island x v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage x v. — 
Kidnapped x v. — The Black Arrow x ▼. —• 
The Master of Ballantrae X V. — The Merry 
Men, etc. x v. — Across the Plains, etc. x v. 
— Island Nights' Entertainments z v. — 
Catriona x ▼. —Weir of Hermiston x v. — 
St. Ivea a V. -~ In the South Seas a v. — 
Tales and Fantasies x v. 

••Still Waters," Author of (Mrs. 

Paul). 
Still Waters i v. — Dorothy x ▼. — De 
Cressy x V. — tJncle Ralph x v. — Maiden 



Sisten x ▼. — Martha Brown x v.— Vanessa 
X y. 

Stirling, M. C: vide G. M. Craik. 

Stockton, Frank ijU (Am.). 
The House of Martha x v. 

••Story of a Penitent Soul, the," 

Author of. 
The Story of a Penitent Soul x ▼. 

•• Story of Blisabeth, the," Author 

of: vide Miss Thackeray. 
Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher 

(Am.), t 1896. 
Unde Tom's Cabin (with Portrait) a v. -- 
A Key to Unde Tom's Cabin a ▼. — Dred 
a V. — The Minister's Wooing x v. — Old- 
town Folks a ▼. 

••Sunbeam Stories," Author of: 
vide Mrs. Mackamess. 

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), 

t »745- 

GrulUver's Travels x v. 

Swinburne, Algernon Charles. 
Atalanta in Calydon : and Lyrical Poems 
(edited, with an Introduction, by William 
Sharp) XV.-- Love's Cross-Currents x v. 

Symonds, John Addington, 
t 1^93- 

Sketches in Italy x v. — New Italian 
Sketches x v. 

Tallentyre, S. Q. : v. H. S. Merri- 
man. 

Tasma. 
Uncle Piper of Piper's Hill 2 v. 

Tautphoeus, Baroness, f 1893. 
Cyrilla a v. — The Initials a v. — Quits 
a V. — At Odds a v. 

Taylor, CoL Meadows, f 1876. 
Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 v. 

Templeton: vide Author of 
••Horace Templeton." 

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), f 1 892. 
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary 
T V. — Harold x v. — Becket; The Cup ; 
The Falcon x v. ~ Ix)ck8ley Hall , sixty 
Yean after ; Th^ Promise of May ; Tiresias 
and other Poems x v. — A Memoir. By 
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v. 
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Testament, the New: vide New. 



Thackermy, WUliam 
peace, j* 1863. 



Make- 



Vaattjr Fair 3 v. — Pendennit 3 ▼• — 
MilceUaniet 8 v. — Henrjr Bimond iv. — 
The Utif^x^ Bvmoaristt oftha EightMoth 
Century z v. — TheNewcomei 4 v. — The 
Virginians 4 ▼. — The Four Georges ; 
Lovel the Widower x ▼. — The AdTentores 
of Philip ST. — Denis D«val z ▼. — 
Roundabout Papers a t. — Catherine 
z V. —The Irish Sketch Book 2 v. — The 
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) a v. 

Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Ritchie). 
The Story of Elisabeth it.— The Village 
on the Cliff z ▼. — Old Kensington a v. — 
Bluebeard's Keys, and other Stories z v. — 
Five Old Friends z v. — Miss Angel z v. -~ 
Out of the World, and other Tales z v. — 
FulhamLawn, and other Tales zv. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Bss«rs z v. — 
Da Capo, and other Tales z y. -^ Madame 
de S^vigni; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson's Diyagations z t. — A Book 
of Sibyls z V. — Mrs. Dymond a v. — 
Chapters from some Memoirs z t. 

Thomas a Kempis: v. Kempis. 

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip). 
Denis Donne a ▼. — On Guard a ▼. — 
Walter Goring 2 t. -~ Played Out a ▼. — 
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself 
a V. — A Narrow Escape a v. 

Thomson, James, f 1748. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) zv. 

"Thoth," Author of. 
Thoth z ▼. 

"Tim," Author of. 
Tim z V. 

Ttafibid, P. Q.: v. Mrs. RiddelL 

Trevelyan, Right Hon. Sir 
George Otto. 

The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay 
(with Portrait) 4 V. — Selections from the 
Writings of Lord Macaulaj a t. •> The 
American Revolution (with a Map) a v. 

Trois-Etoiles, vide QrenviUe: 

Murray. 

TroUope, Anthony, f 1882. 

Doctor Thome a t. ^ The Bertrams 
a V. — The Warden z t. — Barchester 
Towers a ▼. — Castle Richmond a v. — • The 
West Indies x v. — IVamley Parsonage 2 v. 



•^ North America 3 v. ~- Orley Farm 3 v. 

— Rachel Ray a v. — The Small House 
at Allington t v. — Can you forgive her? 
IV. — The Belton Estate a v. — Kina 
Balatka z v. — The Last Chronicle of 
Barset 3 ▼.— >The Claverings av. — Fhineas 
Finn ^ v. — He knew he was right t v. — 
The Vicar oi Bullhampton 2 ▼. — Sir Harry 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite x v. — Ralph 
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion 01 
Granpere z v. — Australia and New Zea- 
land 3 ▼. — Lady Anna a ▼. — Harry 
Heatfacote of Gangoil z v. — The Way we 
live now 4 V. — The Prime Minister 4 V. — 
llie American Senator 3 V. — South Africa 
a ▼. — Is He Popenjoy ? 3 v. — An Eye for 
an Eye z v. —-John Caldigate 3 V. — Cousin 
Henry z v. — The Duke's Children 3 v. — 
Dr.Wortle's School z v. — Ayala's Angd 
3 V. — The Fixed Period x v. — Marion Fay 
2 V. — Kept in the Dark z v. — Frau Froh- 
mann, and other Stories x v. — Alice Dug- 
dale, and other Stories z ▼. — La. Mere 
Bauche, and other Stories z v. —> The 
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories z v. — 
An Autobiography z ▼• — An Old Man's 
Love z ▼. 

TroUope, T. Adolphus, -{-1892. 
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange a v. 

— A Siren s ▼. 

Trowbridge, VST. R. H. 
The Letters of Her Mother to Efiaabeth 
X V. — A Girl oi the Multitude z v. — That 
Little Marquis of Brandenburg z ▼. — A 
Dazxling Reprobate x v. 

Twain, Mark (Samuel L. 
Clemens) (Am.). 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer x t. — 
The Innocents Abroad ; or , The New 
Pilgrims' Progress s v. -~ A Tramp Abroad 
ST. — ** Roughing it" it. — The In- 
nocents at Home it. — The Prince and 
the Pauper a v. — The Stolen White 
£lephant, etc. z v. — Life on the Mis- 
sissippi ST. — Sketches (with Portrait 
z V. — Huckleberry Finn a ▼. — Selections 
from American Humour z v. — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Ardiur 2 r. — The 
American Qaimant z v. — The £ x 000000 
Bank-Noto and other new Stories i ▼. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad z v. — Pudd*nhead 
Wilson z V. — Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Arc a v. — Tom Sawyer, Detective, 
and other Tales i v. — More Tramps 
Abroad a v. — The Man that corrupted 
Hadleyburg, etc 2 r. — A Double-Bar- 
relled Detective Story, etc x t. — The 
$30,000 Bequest, and Other Stories x ▼. 
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••Two Cosmos, the," Author of. 
The Two Cosmos z ▼. 

Vachell, Horace Annesley. 

Brothers 2 v. — The F»ce of Clay z t. 
••Venus and Cupid" Author of. 

Venus and Cupid z ▼. 

••V^ra," Author of. 
V^ra XT. — The Hdtel du Petit St. 
lean z ▼. •«> Blue Roses 2 t. — Within 
Sound of the Sea ay. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v. — Ninette z y. 

Victoria R. I. 

Leayes from the Journal of our Life in 
the Highlands from Z848 to z8^z z y. — 
More Leaves, etc from z86a to z88s z y. 

••Virginia," Author of. 
VIrginta z y. 

Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred. 

With Zola in England x y. 

Walford, L. B. 
Mr. Smith sy. •— Pauline sy. — Consins 
2 y. — Troublesome Daughters ay. — 
Leddy Marget z y. 

Wallace, D. Mackenzie. 

Russia 3 y. 

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), f 1905. 
Ben-Hur 2 y. 

Warburton, Bliot, f 1852. 
The Crescent and the Cross ay. — 
Darien 2 y. 

Ward, Mrs. Humphry. 

Robert £3smere 3 y. — Dayid Grieve 
yr, — MissBretherton z y. — Marcella 3 v. 
Bessie Costrell z y. — Sir George Tressady 
2 y. — Helbeck of Bannisdale ay. — 
Eleanor 2 y. — Lady Rose's Daughter 2 y. 

— The Marriage of William Ashe ay. — 
Fenwick's Career 2 y. 

VS^amer, Susan vzit^p: WetherelL 
Warren, Samuel, f 1877. 

Diary of a late Phjrsidan 2 y. — Ten 
Thousand a- Year 3 V. — Now and Then 
z ▼. » The Lily and the Bee z y. 

«*V(^aterdale Neighbours, the," 
Author of: v. Justin McCarthy. 

Watts-Dunton, TheodoreL 
Aylwin 2 y. 

TVells, H. Q. 
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. z v. — The War 
of the Worlds z y. — The Invisible Man z v. 

— The Hme Machine, and The Island of 
Doctor Morean z y. — When the Sleeper 



Wakes z y. •<- Tales of Space and Time z y. 

— The Plattner Story, and Others z v. •>- 
Love and Mr. Lewisham z y. — TheWheels 
of Chance z y. — Anticipations z v. «- The 
First Men in the Moon z v. — The Sea Lady 
z y, — Mankind in the Making 2 v. — Twelve 
Stories and a Dream z v. — The Food of 
the Gods z y. — A Modem Utopia z y. — 
EuTOs 2 y. — In the Days of the Comet i v. 

— The Fnture in America z y. 

Westbury, Hugh. 
Acte a y. 

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan 

Warner) (Am.), f 1885. 
The wide, wide Worhi z y. — - Queechy 
a T. — > The Hills of the Shatemuc ay. •— 
Say and Seal ay. — The Old Helmet a v. 

Weyman, Stanley J. 
The House of the Wolf z v. —The Story 
of Frauds Qudde a y* — A G^tleman of 
France ay. — The Man in Black z y. — 
Under the Red Robe z y. — My Lady 
Rotha 2 V. — From the Memoirs of a Minis- 
ter of France z v. — The Red Cockade 2 v. 

— Shrewsbury s v. — The Castle Inn 2 v. 

— Sophia ay. — CountHannibal ay. — In 
Kings' Byways z y. — The Long Night 2 v. 
— The AbbMS of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow 
Farm ay. — Chlppinge a y. 

Wharton, Sdith (Am.). 
The House of Mirth 2 y. 

'*Whim, a, and its Conse- 
quences," Author ot 
A Whim, and its Consequences z y. 

Whitby, Beatrice. 
The Awakening of Mary Fenwick a y. — 
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 y. 

White, Percy. 
Mr. Bailey-Martin zy.-TheWestEndsy. 
— ^The New Christians z v.— Park Lane a v. 
—The Countess and The King's Diary z y. 

— The Triumph of Mrs. St. Geoige ay. — 
A Millionaire's Daughter z v. — A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim z y. — The System 2 v. — 
The Patient Man z y. — Mr. John Strood 
z y. — The Eight Guests a y. 

White, Walter. 
Holidays in Tyrol z ▼. 

Whiteing, Richard. 
The Island ; or. An Adventure of a Per- 
son of Quality z v. — No. 5 John Street i v. 
-The Life of Paris z y.-Th«YellowVan i y. 

— Ring in the New z y. 

Whitman, Sidney. 

Imperial Germany z y. — The Realm 
of the Habsburgs z v. — Teuton Studies 
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TV. — Remimsceaces of the Kingf of 
Roamania, edited by Sidney Whitman z v. 

— Converaationt with Prince Bismarck, 
edited by Sidney Whitman z ▼. — Life of 
the Emperor Frederick 2 v. 

••Who Breaks— Pays,' Author 
of: vide Mrs. Jenkin. 

Wh3rte Melville, George J.: 
vide Melville. 

Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.). 

Timothy's Quest it. — A Cathedral 
Conrtship, and Penelope's English Ex- 
periences z ▼. — Penelope's Irish Experi- 
ences IT. — Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm 
z ▼. —The A£Eair at the Inn z ▼. (By K. D. 
Wiggin, M. ftj. Pindlater, and Allan 
McAulay.) — - Rose o' the River z v. 

Wilkins, Mazy B. (Am.). 
Pembroke i v. — Madelon z v. — Jerome 
2 V. — Silence, and other Stories z v. — 
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. z v. 

Wills, C J., vide F. C PhiUps. 

Winter, Mrs. J. & 
Regimental L^^nds z v. 

Wood, Charles: vide Author of 
••Buried Alone." 

Wood, H. F. 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard z v. 

Wood, Mrs. Henry QoYmny 

Ludlow), t 1887. 
East hjnne 3 V. — The Channings 2 v. — 
Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles 2 v. — 
Vomer's Pride3v. — The Shadow of Ash- 
lydyat 3 v. — T^evlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord 
Oakbum's Daughters 2 v. •— Oswald Cray 
2 V. — Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St. Martin's 
Eve 2 V. — Bister's Folly 2 v. — Lady Ade- 
laide's Oath 2 V. — Orville College z ▼. — 
A Life's Secret z v. — The Red Court Farm 
2 V. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland 
Yorke 2 v. — George Canterbury's Will 
2 V. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow 
2 V. — The Foggy Night at OiFord ; Martyn 
Ware's TempUtion; The Night -Walk 
over the Mill Stream z v. — Within the 
Maze 2 V. — The Master of Greylands 2 v. 

— Johnny Ludlow 2 v. — Told in the 
Twilight 2 V. <^ Adam Grainger z v. — 
Edina 2 v. — Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court 
Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by 
Johnny Ludlow) : Lost in the Post , and 
Other Tales x v.— ATale of Sin, and Other 
Tales z V. — Anne, and Other Tales z v. — 



Tlie Mystery of Jessy Page, and Other i 
Tales z V. — Helen Whitney's Wedding, 
and Other Tales z v. ~ The Story of 
Dorothy Grape, and Other Tales z v. 

Woodroffe, DanleL 

Tangled Trinities z v. — The Beanty-Shop 
z V. 

Woods, Margaret L. 

A Village Tragedy z v. — The Vaga- 
bonds z V. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. 

Wordsworth, William, f 1850. 

Select Poetical Works 2 ▼. 

Wrazall, Lascelles, f 1865. 
Wild Oats z v. 

Yates, Edmund, -f 1894. 
Land at Last s v. — Broken to Harness 2 v. 

— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sheep 
2 ▼. — The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked 
in Port 2 V. — Dr. Wainwrighf s Patient 
2 V. — Nobody's Fortnne a v. — Castaway 
2 V. — A Waiting Race 2 v. •— The yellow 
Flag 2 V. -^The Impending Sword 2 v. — 
Two, by Tricks z v. — A Silent Witness 
2 V. — Recollections and Experiences s ▼. 

Yeats: vide Levett- Yeats. 
Yonge, Charlotte M., t 1901. 

The Heir of Reddyffe i v. — Heartsease 
2 V. — The Dai^ Chain 2 v. — Dynevor 
Terrace 2 v. — Hopes and Fears 2 ▼. — 
The Young Step-Mother 2 v. — The Trial 
2 V. — The QeverWoman of the Family 
2 V. —The Dove in the Eagle's Nest 2 v. 

— The Danven Papers ; The l^ince and 
the Page z v. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
2 V. -^ "Die two Grnardians z ▼. — TheCaged 
Lion 2 V. — The Pillars of tiie House 5 v. 

— Lady Hester z v. — My Young Alcides 
2 V. — The Three Brides 2 v. — Woman- 
kind 2 V. — Magnum Bonum 2 ▼. — Love 
and Life z v. — Unknown to History 2 v. 

— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 ▼. — The 
Armourer's Prentices 2 v. — The Two 
Sides of the Shield 2 v.— Nuttie's Father 
2 V. — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 ▼. — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni- 
less Princesses z v. — That Stick x t. — 
Grisly Grisell z v. — The Lon^ Vacation 
2 V. — Modem Broods z v. 

** Young Mistley," Author of: 
vide Henry Seton Merriman. 

Zang^U, I. 
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v. 

••Z. Z." 

The World and a Man 2 ▼• 



Series for the Young. 

30 Volumes. Published with Continental Copyright on the same 
conditions as the Collection of English and American Authors. Vide p. i. 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Barker, Lady (Lady Broome). 
Stories Abont :— x t. 

Charleswortfa, Maria Louisa, 
t 1880. 

Ministering^ Children x ▼. 

Craik, Mrs. (IklSssMulock), j-iSS;. 
Oar Year \v. — Three Tales for Boys 
X V. — Three Tales for Girls x v. 

Craik; Oeorgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Cousin Trii, and her Welcome Tales xV. 

Edgeworth, Maria, f 1849. 
Moral Tales it. — Popular Tales 2 ▼. 

Kavanagh, Bridget ft Julia, 

t 1877. 

The rearl Fountain , and other Fairy- 
Tales X v. 

Lamb, Charjes ft Mary, f 1834 
and 1847. 
Tales from Shakspeare x v. 

Marxyat, Captain, f 1848. 

Masterman Ready x ▼. 



Marshall, Mrs. Bmma,f 1899. 

Rex and Regina x v. 

Montgomery, Florence. 

The Town-Crier; to Which is added: 
The Children with the Indian-Rubber 
Ball XT. 

<* Ruth and her Friends,** Author 

of. 
Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls xv. 

Wood, Mrs. Heniy, f 1887. 
William AUair x ▼. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901.- 
Kenneth; or, the Rear-Gnaid of the 
Grand Army x v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester's Word x ▼. — The 
Stokesley Secret x ▼. — Countess Kate x ▼. 
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars- 
wood Post-Office x y. — Henrietta's Wish 
XT. — Kings of England x ▼. — The 
Lances of Ljmwood; the Pigeon Pie x v. 
— P's andO'sx ▼. — AuntCharlotte'sStories 
of English History i ▼. — Bye-Words iv.— 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. x ▼. 



Collection of German Authors. 

57 Volumes. Translations from the German^ published with universal 
copyright. These volumes may he imported into any country. 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Auerbach, Berthold, f 1882. 

On the Heights, (Second EdiHouJ jy. — 
Brigitta X y. — Spinoza 2 y. 

Ebers, Qeorg, j- 1898. 

An Egyptian Princess 2 y. — Uarda 
2y. — Homo Sum 2y.— The Sisters [Die 
Schwestern] 2 y. ^ Joshua 2 y. — Per 
Aspera s y. 

Fouqu6, De la Motte, f 1843. 

Undine, Sintram, etc. x y. 

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, j- 1876. 
Poems (Second Edition) x y. 

Gdrlach, Wilhelm. 
Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) x y. 



Goethe, W. v., j- 1832. 

Faust I y. — Wilhelm Meister's Ap- 
prenticeship 2 y. 

Ghitzkow, Karl, f 1878. 
Through Night to Light x y. 

Hackiander, F. W., + 1877. 

Behind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel] x y. 

Haufi^ Wilhelm, f 1827. 
Three Tales x y. 

Heyse, PauL 

L' Arrahiata, etc. x y. — The Dead Lake 
etc. X y. — Barbarossa, etc. t y. 

Hillem, Wilhelmine von. 

The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-WaJ 
X y. — The Hour will come 2 y. 
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Kohn, Salomon* 

Gabriel x v. 

Leasing, O. E., t 1781. 

Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galotti z t. 

Lewald, Fanny, j- 1889. 
Stella 9 ▼. 

Marlitt, B., f 1887. 
The Princess of the Moor [das Haide- 
prinzesschen] 2 ▼. 

Natfausius, Maria, | 1857. 
Joachim ▼. Kamem , aoa Diarf of a 
Poor Young Lady x v. 



Reuter, Fritz, f 1874. 

In the Year *X3 x v. — An old Story of 
my Farming Days [UtmineStroxntid] 3 V. 

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean 

Paul), f 1825. 
Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 y. 

SchefTel, Victor von, f 1886. 
Ekkehard t t. 

Taylor, George. 
Klytia 2 y. 

Zschokke, Heinrich, f 1848. 

The Frincefs of Brunswick- Wolfen* 
biittel, .etc i y. 



Students' Series for School, College, and Home. 

Ausgaben 

mit deatschen Anmerkni^en tind Spedal-WOrterbUchem. 

Br. ss Broschiert. Kart. as Elartoniert. 



Bulwer, Edward, Liord Lytton, 

t 1873. 
The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Frit* 
Bischcff, Br. Jk 0,50. Kart. Jk 0,60. 

Burnett, Frances Hodgson 

(Am.). 

Little Lord Fanntler^. Von Dr. Ernst 
Groth, Br. ulz^o. Kartulz^.— As* 
merkungen und WOrterbnch . Br. jH 0,40. 
Sara Crewe. Von Bertha Counell. Br. 
Jt 0i50. Kart. Jt 0,60. — Anmerkungen 
und WSrterbnch. Br. Ji 0,40. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881. 

The Reign of Terror (French Reyo- 
lution). y on "Dv, iMdwig^ Hef^tg; Br. 
Ji x,oo. Kart. M z,zo. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 

t 1887. 

A Hero. A Tale for Boyt. Von Dr. 
Otto Dost. Br. Jt 0,80. Kart. M 0,90.— 
Wdrterbuch. Br. jk 0,40. 

Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 

Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A. 
Hoppe, Br. M x,2o. Kart. M x,3o. 

Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A. 
Hoppe. Br. ^({1,40. Kart.Uli,SO.— Worter- 
buch (First and Second Series) . Br. Jtf i ,00. 

A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being 
a Ghost Story of Christmaa. Von "Dr. 
G. Tangnr. Br. Jt x,oo. Kart. Jt 1,10. 



Eliot, George (Miss Evans- 
Mrs. Cross), j^iSSo. 

The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. H. 
Conrad, Br. JK 1,70. Kart. uS z>8o. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 

Jackanapes. Von E, Roos, Br. .4(0,50. 
Kart. Ji 0,60. — WSrterbnch. Br. Jt 0,20. 

The Brownies ; and The Land of Lost 
Toys. Von Dr. A, MSlUr, Br. Ji 0,60. 
Kart. UK o,70.*~Wdrterbiich Br. Jk 0,30. 

Timothy's Shoes ; An Idyll of &e 
Wood; BenjyinBeastland. Von J?. Ron. 
Br. jH 0,70. Kart. M 0,80. — Worter- 
buch. Br. M 0,30. 

Franklin, Benjamin (Am.), 

t 1790- 

^8 Autobiography. Von Dr. Karl 
Feyerabend, L Teil. Die Tngendjahre 
(X706— x7^o). Br. jH 1,00. Kart. jUx^to. 
n. Teil. Die Manneqahre (X73X bis 
1757). Mit einer Beigabe: Tha Way to 
Wealth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend. 
Br. jH x,20. Kart. jH x,30. 

Freeman, . Edward A. f. 1892. 

Three Historical Essays, Von Dr. C. 
Balner, Br. jH 0,70. Kaxt. ul 0,80. 

Harte, Bret (Am.), j- 1902. 

Tales of the Argonauts. Von Dr. G. 
Tanger, Br. Ji 1,40. Kart. jH 1,50. 
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Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 

f 1864. 
Wonder Book for "Bay* and Girb. Von 
E. Rocs. Br. JH 0,70. Kart. JH 0,80. — 
Anmerkungen nndWdrterbuch. Br. J$ 0,40. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 
Tom Brown's School Dayi. Von Dr. /. 
ScJkfMidi. 2 Parts. Br. Ji\,oo, Kart. 
Ji 3,20. Part I. apart. Br. UK 1,70. 
Kart. Jt x,8o. Part. Q. apart. Br. Ji 1,30. 
Kart. J$ 1,40. 

Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), -j- 1882. 
Tales of a Wayside Inn. Voo Dr. ff, 
Vamkagen. 2 Bande. Br. J$ 2,00. 
Kart. Jl 2,20. z. Band apart. Br. Ji z,oc. 
Kart. Jt x,io, 2. Band apart. Br. Ji i ,00. 
Kart. J$ z,xo. 

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, f 1859. 
En^and before the Restoration. (History 
of Engpland. Chapter I.) Von Dr. W. 
Ihne. Br. Ji 0,70. Kart. jH 0,80. 

£ngland under Charles the Second. 
(History of En^and. Chapter 11.) Von 
Dr. ^./iftiM. Br. J(z,oo. Kart. J(z,zo. 

The Rebellions of Argyle and Mon- 
mouth. (History of England. Chapter V.) 
Von Dr. Immanuel Schmidt* Br.j|z,oo. 
Kart. M x>zo. 

LordClive. (Histor. Essay.) Von Prof. 
Dr. R. Thum, Br. A 1,40. Kart. A 1,50. 

.Ranke's History of the Popes. (Hi»> 
torical Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. R, Thum' 
Br. Jt 0,60. Kart. Jt 0^0. 

Warren Hastings. (Historical Essay.) 
Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum, Br. A z,so. 
Kart. A z,6o. 

McCarthy, Justin. 

The Indian Mutiny. (Chap. 32 — 35 of "A 
History of our own Times.") Von Dr.y^. 
Hamann, Br. uf 0,60. Kart. Ji 0,70. 
— V^drterbuch. Br. jH 0,20. 



Montgomery, Florence. 

Misunderstood. Von Dr. R. Palm. Br. 
U(( x,6o. Kart. Ul z,7o. — Wdrterbttch. 
Br. jH 0,40. 

Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832. 
The Talisnuui. Von Dr. R, Drttsel, 
Br. jH z»6o. Kart. Jt 1,70. 

Tales of a Grandfather, first Series. 
Von Dr. H. LSsckkom. Br. Ji 1,50. 
Kart. A z,6o.— WSrterbttCh. Br..itfo,so. 

Tales of a Grandfather. Second Series. 
Von Dr. H, Ukckhom. Br. A 1,70. 
Kart. A x,8o. 

Shakespeare, William, + 16 16. 

TweUUi Kight ; or. What you will. Von 
Dr. H, Conrad. Br. A z,40. Kart. A XfSo. 

Julius Caesar. Von Dr. Immanuel 
Scnmidi, Br. A z,oo. Kart. UK z,zo. 

Macbeth. Von Dr./mmauu^lScAmidt. 
Br. A x»oo. Kart. A x>xo. 

Sunhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

t i»75. 
Prince Charles Stuart. (History of Eng- 
land from the Peace of Utrecht to the 
Peace of Versailles. Z7X3 — z783>) Von 
Dr. Martin Krummacktr. Br. A x,2o. 
Kart. A x«3o. 

The Seven Years* War. Von Dr. M. 
Krummaekor. Br. A XfSO. Kart. J( 1,30. 

Tentijrson, AHred Lord, f 1892. 
Enoch Arden and other PoemSt Von 
Dr. A. Hamann. Br. A 0,70. Kart. 
A 0,80. — WSrterbuch. Br. A 0,20. 

Thackeray, W. M. f 1863. 

Samuel Titmarsh and The great Hog- 
garty Diamond. Von George BeyU. 
Br. A x,20. Kart. A 1,30. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901. 
The Little Duke, or, Richard the Fear- 
less. Von R. Roos. Br. A 0,90. Kart. 
A z,oo. — Wdrterbuch. Br. A 0,20. 



Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Edition). 

Each Volume^ boun/d J$ 2,25. 



Fur Deutsche, 
Englische Conversationssprache von 

A* Schlessing, 4. Stereotypaafl. 
Franzfisische Conversationssprache 

von Z. Rollin, 2. Stereotypaufl. 
Russische Conversationssprache 

von Dr. Z. Koiransfy. 



For EngUsh students. 

Qerman Langu2^ of Conversation 
by A. Schlessing. 

A V usage des ^tudiants franfois. 

Conversation Allemande par MM. 
Z. Rollin et Wolfgang Weber. 



Tauchnitz Dictionaries. 

For sale and for use in all countries. 

Crown 8vo. 

English-Gennan and German-English. (jAicss.) Thirly-mnth 

Edition. Sewed J$ 4,50. Bound Ji 5,00. 
Bngtish-French and French-English. (James 8c MolA.) Seventeenth, 

entirely new and modem Edition, Sewed J$ 5,00. Bound J$ 6,00. 
English-Italian and Italian-English. (James & Grassi.) Twelfth 

Edition, Sewed Jt 5,00. 
Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete 

in three parts. Eadi part with a new large Supplement including all modem 
terms and expr es si ons in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. . Sewed Ji 29,00. 
Bound in doth uV 32,00. Bomid in hidf-moroooo M 33i5p« 
Vol.1. Fran^ais-Allemand- Anglais, si^^^diiion, iV^ec un grand 
Supplement de 1901. Brochi J| zo,oo. Reli6 en toile Ji xx,oo. R<^ en 
demi-maroquin M 11,50. Supplement s6par^ent Ji 2,00. 
Vol. II. English-German-French. sth EdiiioH, With a large Supple- 
ment published in 1903. Sewed Jk xo,oo. Bound in doth jH ix,oo. Bound 
in half-morocoo M xx,50. Supplement separately jH 3,00. 
Vol. m. Dentsch-Englisch -Fransdsisch. 4,AuJlag9. Miteinem 
Nachtrage von X902. Brosch. M 9,00. Geb. in Leinen j| xo,oo. Gieb. in 
Halbfra. jH xo,5o. Nachtrag einseln Jj x,oo. 

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Editioi;!). 

Bound M 2,25. Sewed Ji 1,50. 
Tkete DicOenariei are cenUautly revited and kepi carejulfy sg» to date, 
English-German and German-English. Twenty^ninth Edition, 
English-French and French-English. Thirtieth Edition, 
English-Italian and Italian-English. Twenty-first Edition, 
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Twenty-seventh Edition, 
Latin-English and English-Latin. Fourteenth Edition. 
FranxOsisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Franzdsisch. Elfte Auflage, 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Siehente Auflage, 
Espagnol-Pmn9ais et Fran9ais-EspagnoL Quatrieme Edition, 

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (Koolanskt.) 
Vierte Auflage. Br. Jt 3,00. Geb. J$ 4,00. 

Imperial 4o^ 

Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. (Rioutini & Bxtlle.) 
2 Bde. 3, Aufl, Br. J$ 18,00. Geb. J6 20,00. Halbmarokko J$ 23,00. 

Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (Xolhausen.) 2 Bde. 4. ver- 
hesserte Auflage, Br.JH 15,00. Geb.^ I7f50. Halbmarokko^ 20,50. 

Imperial 8^ 

Hebrttisch-chaldfiisches Handw6rterbuch fiber das Alte Testament 

(FOasT.) 2 Binde. DritU Auflage, Ji 13,50. 
Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon. (FCrst.) Translated from the Gennan. 

Fifth Edition. J6 19,00. 

Handw5rterbuch der Deutschen Sprache. (Weber.) Vierund- 

swansigste Auflage. Br. J$ 6,00. 
Handbuch der Fremdw6rter. (WE.BEK.)Siebzehnte Auflage. Br . Jff 3,00. 

SE&MHA&D TAUCHNITZ, LEIPZIG. 



Latest Volumes.— May 1907. 



A Lady of Rome. By F. 

Marion Crawford. 2 vols.- 

3937/38- 

This is the story of a Roman family 
tragedy, and a' psychological study of the 
lengths to which unsel£sh love and ex- 
piatory renunciation may go in poor human 
nature. 

Whom God hath joined. 
By Arnold Bennett, i vol.- 

3939- 

A drama of real life dealing with the 
still unsolved marriage problem and the 
working of the English divorce laws. 

The Lady Evelyn. By Max 

Pemberton. I vol. - 3940. 

a stirring romance of England and 
Roumania, in which the gypsies of the 
latter country play an important part. The 
heroine herself has gypsy blood, and her 
dual temperament leads to exciting com- 
plications. 

A Barrister's Courtship. By 

F. C. Philips, i vol.- 3941. 

a collection of short sketches by a 
well-known humourist, and a longer 
comedy written in collaboration with 
Percy Fendall. 

The Future in America. By 
H. G. Wells, i vol. -3942. 

Mr. Wells, who has already written so 
many works on the future of the world's 
civilisation, paid a visit to America on 
purpose to judge on the spot of the future 
of that country. 

The Far Horizon. By Lucas 
Malet (Mrs. Mary St. Leger 
Harrison). 2 vols.- 3943/44. 

*'The Far Horizon" treats of those 
things that do not lie on the surface. With- 
out being in any sense a religious problem, 
it is essentially religious in its nature. Hu- 
man nature — both male and female — is 
closely studied and depicted with consum- 
mate art ; the pathos of the denouemeni 
is very telling. 



The Modem Way. By Mrs. 
W. K. Clifford, i V0I.-3945. 

A collection of eight clever short 
stories alternately gay and pathetic. Mrs. 
Clifford's pathos, especially, is of a quite 
exceptionally fine order, and these tales 
will appeal to every reader. 

The Eight Guests. By Percy 
White. 2 vols. - 3946/47. 

An ironical skit on the mammon-wor- 
shipping proclivities of modern societv, in 
which several fair represientatives of the 
smart set receive a wholesome lesson. 

Harry and Ursula. By W. 

E. NoRRis. I vol. - 3948. 

A fine study in human nature, in which 
the struggle between love and duty leads 
to a touching ending and original situations. 

The Motormaniacs. By 

Lloyd OsBOURNE. i v.- 3949. 

Four delightfully humorous stories of 
motoring and motorists. A thoroughly 
breezy and original volume of high spirits. 

Benita. By H. Rider Hag- 
gard. I vol. -3950. 

A new Afncan story of buried treasure, 
fighting, and the supernatural, by the 
author of " She" and " King Solomon's 
Mines." 

The Seven Lamps of Ar- 
chitecture. By John Ruskin. 
(With Illustr.) I vol. -3951. 

This is now the fourth of Ruskin's 
famous works to appear in the Tauchnitz 
Edition and perhaps the best known of 
them all out of England. The present 
volume is reprinted from the x88o revised 
copyright edition, which alone gives the 
text as finally desired by the author himself. 

The Pointing Finger. By 

"Rita." i vol. -3952. 

Which was the real Lord Edensore 
will remain a puzzle to the reader almost 
to the end. This whole romance of high 
life abounds in remarkable situations. 



Latest Volumes.— May 1907. 



The Sinews of War. By 

Kdkn Phillpotts & Arnold. 
BENNErr. I vol. -3953. 

The hero is an unofficial detective of a 
novel kind, who unravels a tangled skein 
of curious events in his character of 
"special " on the staff of a great daily. 

The Diamond Ship. By Max 

l^MBERTON. I vol. -3954. 

A tale of adventure by land and sea, in 
which the clever hero breaks up a gang of 
international criminals, and finds and wins 
his mortal affinity. 

The Whirlwind. By Eden 
Phillpotts. 2 V0IS.-3955/56. 

This is a new novel by an author who 
has made a grfeat name for himself by his 
descriptions of Dartmoor and its people. 
The ways of the inhiibitants are admirably 
reproduced, while the- story itself is most 
stirring. 

Kokoro. Hints and Echoes of 
Japanese Inner Life. By Laf- 
CADio Hearn. I vol. -3957. 

The inner life of the Japanese is ad- 
mirably shown in this series of tales and 
articles, and the chief points in their 
religion are perhaps for the first time 
thoroughly brought home to European 
readers. 

Running Water. By A. E. 

W.Mason, i vol. -3958. 

Chamonix and the neighbouring peaks 
of the Mont Blanc group form the back- 
ground to this new dramatic story of Alpine 
climbing and of human scheming on lower 
levels. 



The $3J,ooo Bequest liy 
Mark I Vain, i vol.-395g. 

A new volume by the greatest of liv- 
ing humourists, containing twenty-sevr 1 
sketches, articles, and tales in his own ii. 
imitable style. 

Temptation. By Richard 
Bago'i. 2 vols. - 3960/61. 

This is a drama and romance of Italian 
high life, by an author who is well know?* 
by a number of novels dealing with tlic 
Roman aristocracy. 

Representative Men. Se\t'u 
Lectures on the Uses of Great 
Men, i'lato, Swedenborg,Mon 
taigne, Shakespeare, Napn- 
leoDy and Goetlie. By Ralmi 
Waldo Emerson, i v. - 3 9 6 2 

This volume appears in the Tauchniu 
Edition, .with the special consent of EnxT- 
son's son, on the twenty-fifth anniversary 
of the great American essayist's death. 

Susan. By Ernest Or n 

MEADOW. I vol. - 39^3' 

This is the first book by Ernest Oil 
meadow in the Tauchnitz Edition and is a 
romance of an exceptionally high order of 
humc:'.'-. The chief incidents of the comedy 
take place in Sainte V^ronique. 

New Chronicles of Re- 
becca. By Kate Douglas 

WiGGIN. I vol. - 3964. 

A series of charming pictures from the 
life of a young American child who is al- 
ready well known to, and a rnvourite with, 
many readers of the Tauchnitz Edition. 



The Tauchnitz Edition is to be had of all Booksellers and 
Railway Libraries on the Continent, price Jt i,6o, or 2 francs 
per volume. A complete Catalogue of the Tauchnilz Edition is 
attached to this work. 
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